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t Honourable, * | 

of his Majeſties. Bed-Cham 
NobleORDER ofthe GARTERK& 
My Lord, _—_ | 
HE N 1 hear by many Perſons, not indifferent Fudges, bow Po- | 
ets are cenſur d moſt, even where they moſt intend to pleaſe; and 
ſometimes by thoſe to whom they addreſs, condenm'd for Flat- 
terers, Sycophants, little fawning Wretches, I confeſs of all Undertakings there 
is none more dreadful to me, than a Dedication. So nicely cruel are ow 
Fudges, that after a Play has been __—_ applauded on the Stage, the In- 
duſt ions malice of ſome after Obſervers ſhall damm it for an Epiſtle or a Pre- 
face.” For. this Reaſon, my Lord, Alexander was more to ſeek for a Patron 
in my troubled thoughts, than for the Temple of Jupiter Ammon #n the [prea- 
ding Wilds, and rowling Sands. *Tis certam too, he muſt have been loft, 
| had not Fortune, whom I muſt once, at leaſt, acknowledge kind in my Life, | 

preſented me to your- Lordſhip : You were plea#d, my Lord, to read it over, 
Act by AF ; and by particular praiſes, proceeding from the ſweetneſs, rather 
than the juſtice of your temper, lifted me up from my natm al Melancholy, 
and Diffidence, to a bold behef, that what ſo great an Underſtanding war- 
ranted, could —__ of Succeſs. 4nd here I were moſt ungrateful, if I ſhou'd . 
not ſatisfie the judging World of the Surprize I was in. Pardon me, my Lord, © 
for calling 3 Surprize, when I was firſt honoured by waiting upon your Lord- *-. 
ſhip :- So much unexpetted, and indeed, unuſual aff ability from Perſons of your ©. 
Birth, and Quality ; ſo true an eaſmeſs, ſuch Frankneſs with affetation, 1 
never ſaw. Your conſtant , but Friends, the firmmeſs of your Mind, 
which never waries, ſo God-li tue, that a Prince puts off bis Maje- 
, when he parts with Reſolution. In all the happy times, that 1 attended 
you, unleſs buſineſs, or accident, interpos'd, I have obſery/d your Company 
to be the ſame. You bave Travell'd through all tempers, Sail'd through all 
bhumours of the Courts unconſtant Sea, you hare gain'd the gallant Prizes, 
which you ſought, you ſelefied unvaluable Friends : And I am perfetly per- 
fwaded, if you traffick hut ſeldom abroad, "tis for fear of ſplitting upon Knaves 
or Fools, Nor is ut Pride, but rather a Delicacy of your Soul, that makes you 
ſhun the ſordid part of the World, the Lees pr fre 4 it, while im the no- 
bleſt Retirement you enjoy the finer Spirits, and have that juſt Greatneſs to be 
above the baſer. How commendable therefore is ſuch Reſervation ! How ad- 
mirable ſuch a Solitude! If you are ſingular in this, we ought to blame the 
wild, unthinking, diſſolute Age ; an Age whoſe buſmeſs is ſenſeleſs Riot, Ne- 
ronian Gambols, and ridiculau Debauchery ; an Age that can produce few 
Perſons beſides your Lorefieps who dare be alone. All our hot hours burnt in 
ow: Rewels, or drown'd in Day-dead- ſleep ; or if we wake, tis @ point of 
reeling Honour jogs ws to the Field, where, if we live, or dye, we are not 
concern'd ; for, the Soul was laid out before we went abroad, and our Bodies 
were after ated by\meer Animal Spirits, without Reaſon. When I more nar- 
rewly ante your Perſon, metbinks I ſee in your Lordſhip two of the 
moſt famous atters, that ever* Ancient, or Modern Story cou'd product; 
the mighty Scipio, and the Retir'd Cowley. Tou bave certainly the Gravity, 
Temperance, and Fudgment, as well as the Coreg of the firſt ; all which, 
in your 7 attempts of War, m_—_ nobleſt dawn ofi/ rue ; and will, 
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when Occaſion preſents, anfiver our expettation, we forth at full. Then, © 

for the yk Rf al th form of Humour in peace, all that Hah © 

cian Tranquility of Mind, where your deep hts glide, like ſilent Waters, 
without a Wrincle, your Hours move with ſofteſt Wings, and rarely any La- ' 
rum ftrikes to diſcompoſe you. Yow bave the Phyloſophy of the firſt; and 
which, I confeſs, of all your Qualities, I love moſt the Poetry of the lat- 

ter, I'was never more-mcv'd at Virgil's Dido, than at a ſhort Poem of your* 
Lordſhip's ; where nothing but the ſhortneſs. can be _ As our Church- 
Men wiſh there were more Noble- Men of their Funttion, ſo wiſh I, in the 
behalf of depreft Poetry, that there were more Poets of your Lordſhip's Excel- 

' ence and Eminence. If Poetry be a Virtue, ſhe is a ragged one ; never, in. 
any Ape, went barer than now. It may be ovjetted, fhe never deſerved leſs. 
To that I muſt not anſwer ; but I am ſure, when ſhe merited moſt, ſhe as al- 
ways diſſatisficd, or ſhe would net have ferſaken the meſt ſplendid Courts im. 
the Werld. Virgil and Horace Favourites of the mightieft Emperour, re- 
tir'd from him, preferring a Miſtreſs, or a white Boy, and two or three chear- 
ful drmking Friends in a Country Village, to all the Magnificence of Rome : 
Or if ſometimes they were ſnatch'd from their cooler pleaſures to. an Emperial” 
Banquet, we may ſee by their Verſes in praiſe of a Country Life, "twas againft 
their Inclinaticn ; witneſs Horace in his E Beatus ille qui procul, &c. 
part of his ſixth Satyr, bis Epiſtle ts Fuſe. Ariſt Virgil's Georgic, - For- 
runatos nimium bona fi, © ce. All rendred by Mr. Cowley, ſo copionſly and 
Naterally, as no Age gone before, or coming afier, ſhall equal, though al 
Heads jon tegether to ow-do him. T' ſpeak not of bis exatineſs to a line, . 
but of the whole. This then may be Jah: as to the condition of Poets it all 
times, fy ever arriv'd to a middle Firfime, moſt bave liv'd at the loweſt, 
none ever mounted to the higheſt ; neither by Birth, for nin#®was ever born 
a Prince, as no Prince, to my remembrance, was ever born a Poet ; nor by 
Induſtry, becauſe they were ahvays tos much tranſported by their own thoughts, 
from minding the grave buſmeſs of a World, not of their Humour : Whereas- 
even Slaves, the Rubbiſh of the Karth have, by moſt prodigious Fortune, 
gain'd a Scepter, and with their wile Heads, fx be the Glorgs of a Crown, 
Praiſe ts the greateſt encouragement we Comelions can pretend to, or rather 
the M:nna that keeps Soul- and Body together ; we devour it as if it were 
Ar gels Fogd, and vainly think we Griw immortal. For my own part, I 
acknowkdge, I never recet/'d a better ſatisfattion' from the Applauſe of an 
Audience, than I have from your ſmgle Fudgment. You gaze at Beauties, | 
ard wink at Blemiſhes ; and do both ſo — that the firft diſcovers the * 
acureneſs of , your Fudgment, the other the excellency of your Nature. And 
I can affirm to your” Lordſhip, there is nothing tranſports a Poet, next to Love, © 
like commending in the 11ght place. Therefore, my Lord, this Play muſt be 
yours ; and Alexander, whom I have-rais d from the dead,.comes to you wi 
an aſſurance anſwerable to his Charatter, and your Virtut. - You cannot ex- 
pect him im his Majeſty of two thouſand years ago, 1 have only put his I- 
luſtrious Aſhes in an Urne, which are now offer d with all Obſervance, to Tom. 
Lordſip,. ly y Lord, 1 , 

Your s moſt humble, 
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| ""M We only warm the Head,. but you the Hears. - 
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Mr. Lee on his Alexander. 


' H E Blaſt of common:Cenſure Cow'd I fear, 
Before your Play. my Name ſhou'd not appear ; 

For *twill be-chought, and with ſome colour too, - 
I pay the Bribe I firſt receiv'd from You : 
That mutual Vouchers for eur Fame we ſtand, 
To play the Game into each other's Hand; 
And as cheap Pen*orths 'to our ſelves afford 
As Beſſas and the Brothers of the Sword. 
Such Libels Private Men may well endure, 
When States and K/nzs themſelves are not ſecure : 
For ill Men, conſcious of their inward Guilt, 
Think the beſt Attions-on By-Ends are built. 
And yet my Silence had not ſcap'd their ſpight,, 
Then envy had not fuffer”d me to write : 
For, ſince I cou'd not Ignorance pretend, 
Such worth I muſt or envy, or commend. 
So many Candidates there Thand for Wir, 
A*Place if Court is ſcarce ſo hard to get ; 
In vain they croud each other at the Door ; 
For ev*n Reverſions are all beg'd before: 
Deſert how known ſo ere, is long delay'd ; 
And, Then too, Foo/s and Xnaves are better payd. 
Yet, as ſome AQtions bear ſo great a Name, | 
That Courts themſelves are juſt, for fear of ſhame: 
So has the mighty Merit of your Play 
Extorted Praiſe, and forc'd it ſelf a Way. 
'Tis here, as *tis at Sea ; who fartheſt goes, 
Or dares the moſt, makes all the reſt his Foes; 
Yet when ſome Virtue much out-grows the reft, 
It ſhoots too faſt, and high to be expreſt ; 
As his Heroick worth ſtruck Envy dumb . 
Who took the Datchman, and who cut the Boor: : 
Such praiſe is yours, while y Paſſions move, 
That *tis'no longer feign'd ; *tis real Love : 
Where Nature Triumphs over wretched Art; © 
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Always you warm ! and if the riſing Year, 
"Tis -but-tox Ji ices blow, 
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Which in our colder Climates will not grow. 
They only think you animate your Theme 
With too much Fire, who are themſelves all Phle'me ; 
Prizes wou'd 'be for Lags of ſloweſt pace,  __. 
Were qr ap .made the Judges of the Race. 

| Deſpiſe thole Drones, who praiſe while they accuſe 

' The too much Vigour of your Youthful Mule: 
[That humble Stile which they their Virtue make - 
Is in your pow'r; you need but ſtoop and take. . - * 
Your beauteous Images muſt be allow'd ph eng 
By all, but ſome vile; Poets of the Crowd; 
But how ſhou'd any Sign-poſt-dawber know .- 
The worth of Titie» or of-Angelo ? 
: Hard Features every Bungler can-command; . 
To draw true Beauty,  ſhews.a Maſter's Hand. 
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ME N- BY 
Alexander the Great. . Mr. Havre. 
Chtus, Maſter of the Horle. Mr, Mohun 


Lyſimachus, Prince of the Blood. Mr. Griffin, 

Hepheſtion, Alexander's Favqurite. Mr. Clark. 

Caſſander, Son of Antipater. , Mr. Kynaſton, 
Palyperchon,Commander-of the PhalanxMr.G TRIPS oe 
philip, Brother to Caſſender- - - Mr. Powel, - P 


'Theſſalus, the Median. Mr. Wiltſbire. 
Perdiccas; Mr. Lydal. 
Eauments, CGrea Cornmanders. Mr. Wasſor. 
Meleager, . Perin, by 
Ariſtander, a Southſayer. * Mr. Coy. 
WOMEN. . BY 


Syſoambis, Mother of the Royal Family. Mrs. Corey. 
y-4-m 5k hter of Darivs, Married T Mrs. Boutel 
to Ale 1 | 
Roxane, Daughter of Cobortenws, firſt 
| Wiſe of Alexander $4 & Mirs. Maybe. . 
Periſatis, Siſter to Statire, in Love ; 7 
with Lyſimachw. = $ Mrs. Baker | 


Attendants. 

Slaves. 

Ghoſt. 

Darncers. 

Guards. | 


SCENE, Bahn. 


PROLOGUE 


= PROLOGUE to Alexander. 
Written by Sir Char, Scroop, Baronct. hg. , 


=: H O I bard the Fate is of the Scribling Drudge, 
£ LL 7/0 writes to all ; when yet ſo few can judge ? 
IWit, like Religion, once- Divine was thought ; 

And tbe dull Crowd believ'd as they were taught - 
Now each Fanatick Fool preſumes t explain 

The Text, and does the ſacred Writ propbane : 

For, while you Wits each others Fall purſue, 

The Fops uſurp the Power belongs to you. © 

You thiak y are challeng*d in each New Play-Bill, 
And here you come for tryal of your Skill ;, « 

L/here Fencer like, you one anotber burt, 

Vi/liile with your wounds, you make the Rabble ſport. 
Others there are that bave the brutal will 
To murder a pocr Play, but want the Skill. 
Tyvey love to fight, but ſeldom-bave the wit , 

To jpy the place where they may thruſt and bit ; £ 

And therefore, like ſome Bully of the Town, 

Nere ſtand to draw, but knock the Poet Down. es. 

With tbeſe, like Hogs:in Gardens it ſucceeds, = 
They root up all, and know not Flowers from IWeeds, "a 
As for you, Sparks, that bitber come-each day, 

To a& your own, and.not ts mind our Play ; 
Rehearſe your uſual Follies to,the Pit, OTLR 
And with loud Nonſenſe drown the Stages Wit : | | 
Talk.of your'Cloaths, your laſk Debauches tell, 3 

And witty Bargains to each other ſell ; 

Gloat on the /illy She, who for your ſake 

Can Vanity and Noiſe for Love miſtake ; 

*Till the Cocquet ſung in the Next Lampoon, 

Is by her jealous Friends ſent out of Town.* 

For, in this Duclling Inirighing ABes | C 


_ 


The Love you make is like the War you wage ; 
7* are ſtill prevented &re you come t ingage. | 
But *tis not to ſuch trifling Foes as you, 

| Mighty Alexander > From: to ſue ; 

Tou Perftans of the Pit be does deſpiſe, 

But to the men of Senſe, for Aid be flies ; 

On their experienc®d Arms be now 

Nor fears he odds, of they but provie his Friends ; 
For as be once a little bandful c 

The Numerous Armies of the Io / :* oppoſe, 

So bacÞ*d by you, who underſta- ' the Rules, 

He hopes to rout the- Mighty H'' © Foolge® . 

THE 2 


, 
n , "2 F<) 
$4 F ,. If 
« "5; t 
+, A Yb ed 
_ = pi % 


THE 


. Rival Queens; 


ALEXANDER 


THE GREAT. 


ACT I SCENE L 


os —_  —— 


—_— rr 


Het een th, 


— 


LE ——— EY 


Enter Hepheſtion, Lyſimachus fighting, Clytus parting theyy. 
Ch. HAT, are you Mad-men ! ha—-Put up, I fay—— 
Then, miſchief in the boſoms of ye both. 
Lyſ. I'have his Sword. 
Cly. But muſt not have his Life. 


Lyſ. Muſt not, Old Clytus ? | 
Cly. Mad Ly/imachus, you-mult not. 
Heph. Coward Fleſh ! O feeble Arm, 
He dallied with my Point, and when I thruſt, 
He frown'd and ſmiPd, and foil'd me like a Fencer. 
O Reverend Clytus / Father of the War ; 
Moſt famous Guard of Alexander's Life, 
Take pity on my Youth, and lend a Sword : 
Ly/jmacbus is brave, and will not ſcorn me ; 
Kill me, or let me fight with him again. 
Lyſ. There, take thy Sword ; and fince thou art reſoly'd 
For death, thou haſt the nobleſt from my hand. 
Cly. Stay thee, Ly/imachbus, Hepheſtion, hold ; 
I bar you both, my body interpog'd. +1981 
Now let me ſee which of you dares to ſtrike ; 
By Jove ye've ſtirr*d the Old Man, that raſh Arm 
That firſt advances, moves againſt the Gods, 
Againſt the wrath of Clytus and the Will 
Of our great King, whoſe Deputy I ſtand. 


” oy 
£4 
je - = 
- 


' Two Wives he takes, two Rival Queens diſturb 
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Lyſ. Well, I ſhall take another time. 

Hepb. And I. EE. 

Chy. Tis falſe; - 
Another time, what time ? foaliſh hour ? 
No time ſhall: ſe> a,braye Man do amjls. 
And what's the noble Cauſe that makes this madneſs ? 
What big Ambition blows this dangerous Fire ? 
A Cupid's Puff, is it not Woman's Breath ? 
By all our Triumphs in the heat of Youth, 
When Towgs were ſack*d, and Beauties. proſtrate. lay, 
When. my Blood boyPd, and Nature. work't.me high, 
Clytus nere bow!'d his bady to ſuch ſhame ; 
= brave will _—_ Cobweb Arts» The So 

all that whining, ſmiling, coz'niag $ 
Weigh not one thagke of bas dias of War, 

Lyſ. 1 confeſs our Vengeance was ill-tim'd. 

Cly. Death ! I had rather this right Arm were loſt, 
To which I owe my Glory, than our King 
Should know your fault—-what, on this famous day ! 

Hepb. 1 was to blame. -w 
Cly. This memorable day, 


- When our hot Maſter, that wou'd tire the World; 


Outride the lab*ring Sun, and tread the Stars,” 
When he inclin'd to Reſt, comes peaceful on, 
LiſPning to Songs : while all his Trumpets ſleep, 
And plays with Monarchs whom he us'd to drive ; 
Shall we begin Diſorders, make new Broyls? 
We that have temper learnt, ſhall we awake 
Huſt”t Mars, the Lion, that had left to roar ? 

Lyſ. *Tis true, Old Ohytws is an Oracle, 

Put up, Hepbeftion——did not Paſſion blind 
My Reaſon, I on ſuch occaſion too 
Could thus have urg'd. 

Heph. Why is it then we love ? 

Cly. Becauſe unman'd, —— 
Why is.not Alexander grown Exam 
O that a Face ſhou'd thus bewitch a-So 
And rvine all that's right and reaſonable 
Talk be m} bane, yet the Old Man mull 's 

0 


Not ſo he lov'd when he at Iſus fought - * 
And joyn'd in"mighty Dael great Darim 
W hom from his Chariot. 2 1-4 with < 


He hurPd to Earth, and cru 
Nor coeu'd the Gods defend their Tmages, 

W hich with the gaudy Coach lay overturg'd : 
* Twas not the Shaft .of Love that did the feat, 
Cupid had nothing there to do, but now 


WLEKXAND E R'the Great. 

The Court ; and while each hand do's Beauty hold, | 
Where is there room for glory ? | 

Hephb, In his Heart. 

Cly. Well ſaid, | 
You are his favourite, and I had forgot 
Who I was talking to. See Si/agambis comes . 
Reading a Letter to your Princeſs ; go, 
Now make your claim, while I attend the King, | [ Exit. 


Enter Syſigambis, Pariſatis, 


Par, Did not you love my Father ? Yes, I ſee 
You did, his very Name but mention'd bripgs 
The tears how &'re unwilling to your Eyes. 
1 lov'd him too, he wonld not thus have forc'd 
My trembling heart, which your commands may break, 
But never. b | 

Syſ. Forbear thy loſt Complaints, ; 
Urge not a Suit which I can never grant. 

Behold the Royal Signet of the King, 
Therefore reſide to be Hepbeſtion's Wife. 

Par. No, ſince Ly/imachus has won my heart, 
My body ſhall be Aſhes, &'re anothers. 

Syſ. For ſixty rowling years who ever ſtood 
The ſhock of State ſo unconcern'd as I ? 

This whom I thought to Govern being young, 
Heav'n, as a Plagne to Power, has render'd ſtrong ; 
Judge my diſtzeſles, and my temper prize; 

Who, though ftinfortunate, wou'd ſtill be wiſe. 

Lyſ. To let you know that Miſery do's ſway [ Both kneel, 
An humbler Fate than your, ſee at your Feet | 
The loſt Ly/amachus : O mighty Queen 
I have but this to beg, impartial ſtand ; 

And ſince Hepbeſtion ſerves by your permiſſion, 
Diſdain not me who ask your Royal leave 
To caſt a throbbing heart before her feet. 
Hepb. A Bleſfing like poſſeſſion of the Princeſs, 
No ſervices, not Crowns, nor all the blood 
That circles in our Bodies can deſerve, 
Therefore I take all helps, much more the King's ; 
And what your Majeſty vouchſaf'd to give, 
Your word is paſt, where all my hopes muſt hang, 
Lyſ. There periſh too=——all words want ſenſe in Love ; 


But Love and I bring ſuch a perfe& 
So nobly pure, *tis worthy of her Eyes, _ 
Which without bluſhing ſhe may juſtly prize. ; 


Hepb. Such arrogance, Alexander wooe, 
| B2 Would 


4 TheRIVAL QUEENS, 0, 
Won'd loſe him all the Conqueſt he has won; - 
Lyſ. Let not a Conqueſt once. be nam'd by. you, 
W ho this Diſpute muſt to my mercy own, 
Sy. Riſe brave Ly/amachus, ſton riſe, 
'Tis true Hepheſtion firſt declar*d his Love. 
And tis as true, I promigd him my aid !- 
Your glorious King turn'd mighty Advocate, 
How noble therefore were the Victory, . | 
If we could vanquiſh this diſordered Love ?- 
Heph. *Twill never be. : 
Lyj. Nol will yet love on, 
And hear from Alexander's mouth, in what» 
Hepheſtion merits more than I. 
Syſ. I grieve, | 
And fear the boldneſs which your Love inſpires ; 
But-leaſt her ſight ſhould haſte your Enterprize, 
"Tis juſt I take the Obje& from your Eyes, CExeunt Sy. Par, 
Df. She's gone, and ſee the day, as if her look 
Had kinled it, is loſt, now ſhe ts vaniſhed. 
Hepb. A ſudden gloomineſs and horrour comes. 
About me. 
Lyſ. Let's away ta meet the King, 
You know my ſuit; 
Hepb. Yonder Caſſander comes; .. 
He may inform us: 
Ly/. No, | wou'd avoid him, 
There's ſomething in that buſie Face of his. 
That ſhocks my Nature. | g | 
Heph. "Where and what you pleaſe.: - [CExcunt;. 


Entey Caſſander. 


Caſſ. The Morning riſes black, the lowring Sun, 
As if the dreadful buſineſs he foreknew,, ; 
Drives heavily his ſable Chariot on : 

The face of Day now bluſhes Scarlet deep, - 

As if it fear*d the ſtroke which I intend, 

Like, that of Jupiter ———=Lightning and Thunder : 
The Lords above are angry, and talk big, 

Or rather walk the- mighty Cirque like Mourners 
Clad in long Clouds, the-Robes of thickeſt Night, 
And ſeem to groan for Alexander's Fall ; 

' Tis as Caſſander's Soul -cavld wiſh it were 

Which whenſoe're it flies at-lofty miſchief 

Woau'd ſtartle Fate, a1id make all-Heav*a concern'd. 
A mad Chaldean in the- dead of Night _ 
Came to my Bed-Side. with..a. flaming Torch ; 


' ALEXANDER the Great. 
And belloiriag ore ne liks « Spirit damn'd. ” 
He cry'd, Wal had it been for - 
If cur9d Caſſandey never had been'born. 


Enter Theſſalus, Philip, with Letters. 


Theſſ. My Lord Caſſandey. 

Caſſ., Ha! who's there ? 

Phil. Your Friends, | 

Caſſ. Welcome dear Theſalus and Brother Philip, 
Papers—with what Contents ? 

Phil. From Macedon, 
A truſty ſlave arrived ——great Antipater 
Writes that your Mother labour'd with you long, 
Your Birth was flow, and flow is all your Life. 

Caſſ. He writes, diſpatch-the King—Craterw comes, 
Who in my room muſt Govern Macedon; 
Let him not live a day ——he dies to night ; 
And thus my Father but foreſtals my purpoſe ; 
Why, am I flow then ? if I rode on Thunder 
I muſt a moment have to fall from Heaven, 
E're 1 could blaſt the growth of this Coloſſus. 

Theſſ. The haughty Polyperchon comes this way, 
A Male-content, one whom [ lately wrought, 
That for a ſlight affront, at Suſa giv*o, 
Bears Alexander moſt pernicious hate; 

Caſſ. So when I mock'd the Perſians that ador'd him, 
He ſtruck me on the Face, and bythe Hair 
He ſwung me to his Guards to be chaſtigd ; 
For which, .and for my Father's weighty Cauſe, 
When I abandon what I have reſoly'd, 
May 1 again be beaten like a Slave; 


But lo, where Polyperchon comes, now fire him [Enter Polyperchon.: | 


With ſuch Complaints, that he may ſhoot to ruine. 
Pol. Sure I have found thoſe Friends dare ſecond me ; 
I hear freſh mvcmors as I paſs along, 
Yet rather than put up, PII do't alone. 
Did not Pauſanias, a Youth, a Stripling, 
A beardleſs Boy ſwelPd with inglorious wrong, 
For a leſs Cauſe his Father Pbilip kill ? 
Peace then full Heart / move like a Clowd about, 
And when time ripens thee to Break, O ſhed 
The ſtock of all thy Poysn on his head. 
Caſſ. All Nations bow their heads*with homage down; 
And kiſs the feer of this exalted man? 
The Name, the Shout, the Blaſt from every Mouth - 
Is Alexander ; Alexander burſts 
Your Checks, and with a Crack fſo-loud 
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It drowns the Voice of Heaveag, . like Dogs ye fawn, 
The Earth's Commanders fawn, and follow him ; 
Mankind ſtarts up to hear his Blaſphemy, 

And if this Hunter of this Barbarous World 


' But wind himſelf a God, you ecchoe-tifm 


With vniverſal Cry. 

Pol. I ecchoe -him ? : 
I fawn, or fall like a fat Eaſtern Slave 
And lick his feet ? Boys hoot me from the Palace, 
To haunt ſome Cloiſter with my ſenſeleſs walk, 
When thus the noble Soul of Polyperchon 
Lets go the aim of all his actions, Honour, 

Theſ. The King ſhall flay me, cut me vp alive, - 
Ply me with Fire and Scourges, rack me worſe | 
Than once he did Philotas, ere I bow. ys. 

Caſſ. Curſe on thy Tongue for mentioning Phlotas. . 

I had rather thou hadſt Ariſtander been ; | 
And to my Soul's Confuſion raigd up Hell 

With all the Furies brooding upon horrours, 

Than brought Philotar's Murder to remembrance. 

Phil, I ſaw him rack'd, a ſight ſo diſmal ſad 
My Eyes did ne're behold. 

Cafſ. So diſmal ! Peace, 2 
It is unutterable ; let me ſtand 
And think upon the Tragedy you ſaw :, N 
By Mars it comes, ay now the rack's ſet fort, 

Bloody Craterus his inveterate Foe, | 
With pitileſs Hepheſtion ſtanding by : 

Philotas, like an Angel ſeiz'd by Fiends, 

Is Kraight diſrob'd, a Napkin ties his head, 

His Warlike Arms with ſhameful Cords are bound, 
And every Slave can now the valiant wound. 

Pol. Now by the Soul 'of Royal Philip fled 
I dare pronounce young Alexander, who 
Wor'd be a God, is cruel as a Devil, p 

Caſſ. Oh, Polyperchon, Philip, Theſſalus, 

Did not your Eyes rain Blood ? your Spirits burſt, 

To ſee your noble Fellow-Souldier burn, 

Yet without trembling, or a tear endure 

The torments of the damn'd ? O Barbarians, 

Cou'd you ſtand by, and yet refuſe to ſuffer ? 

Ye ſaw him bruis'd, torn, to the bones made bare ; 

His Veins wide lanced, and the poor quivering fleſh 

With Pincers from his manly Boſom ript, \ 
Till ye diſcover'd the great Heart lye panting. | 

Pol. Why kilPd we not the King, to-ſave Philotas ? 

Caſſ. Aſſes ! Fools! but Aſſes will bray, and Fools be angry, 

Fs? | Wh 


J 


- ALEXANDER the Great; 
Why ſtood ye then like Statues ?"there's the caſe, 
The horrour of the fight had tarwd ye Marble. 

So the pale Trojans from their weeping Walls 

Saw the dear body of the God-like Hetor, + 
Bloody and ſoil'd, dragg*d on the famous ground 
Yet ſenſeleſs ſtood, nor with drawn weaggans ran 
To ſave the great Remains of that prodigious man. 

Phil Wretched Philotas ! Bloody Alexander ! 

Theſſ. Soon after him the great Parmenio fell, 
Stabb'd in his Orchard by the Tyrant's doom ; 

But where's the need to mention publick loſs, 
When each — eg, diſgrace ? 

Pal. Late I remember to a Banquet call 
After Alcides Goblet ſwift had gone ny 
The giddy round, and Wine had made me bold, 
Stirring the Spirits up to talk with Kings, 

I ſaw Cratefils with Hepbeſtion enter 
In Perſian Robes, to Mexander”s health | 
They largely drunk, then- turning Eaſtward fell 
Flat on the Pavement, and ador'd the Sun, 
Straight to the King they ſacred Reverence gave 
With ſolemn words, O Son of Thundring Fove, 
Young Ammon live for ever, then kiſs't the ground : 
I laugh'd aloud, and ſcoffing ask*d *em why | 
They kifs'd no harder 3 —— but the King leapt up, 
And ſpurn'd me to the Earth with this reply. 
Do thou, — - whilſt with his foot he my Neck, 
'Till from my Ears, my Noſe, and Mouth, the blood . 
Guſh'd forth, and I lay foaming on the Earth, 
For which I wiſh this Dagger 1n his heart. 
Caf. There ſpoke the Spirit of Caliſtbenes. 
Remember he's a man, his Fleſh as { 
And penetrable as a Girls : we have ſeen him wounded, 
A ſtone has ſtruck'bim, yet no Thunderbolt : 
A Pebble felld this Fwpster along : 
A Sword has cut him, a Javelin pierc'd him, 
Water will drown him, Fire burn him, 
A Surfeit, nay, a fit of common Sickneſs 
Brings this Immortal to the Gate of Death: 
Pol. Why ſhowd we more delay the glorious buſineſs, 
Are your hearts firm ? | 
Phil, Hell cannot be more bent 
To any ruine, than I to the King's: 
Thefſ. AndI. | 
Pol. Behold my hand, and if you doubt my trath; * 
Tear up my breaſt, and lay my heart upon it. 
_ Caf. Joyn then, O worthy, hearty, noble hands, 
Fit Inſtruments for ſuch Majeftick Savls ; 
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Remember Hermolaus, and be-huſh'd. 

Pol. Still, as the boſom of the deſart Night, 
As fatal Planets, or deep plotting Friends. 
' Caſſ. To day he comes from Babylon to Suſa 
Wirth proud Roxana. 
Ha! who's that, —— look here. 


one the Ghoſt of King Philip, ſhaking 4 


Trunchion at "em, walks over the Stage. 


Caſſ. Now by the Gods, or Furies which I ne're 
Believ'd,— There's one of them arriv*d to ſhake us. 
What art thou ? glaring thing, ſpeak : what the Spirit 
Of our King Philip, or of Poliphemus ? 

Nay, hurl thy Trunchion, ſecond it with Thunder; 

We will abide, Theſſalus, ſaw you nothing ? _.. 
Theſſ. Yes, and am more amaz'd_ than you can be. ** 
Phil. *Tis ſaid that many Prodigies were ſeen | 

This Morn, but none ſo horrible as this.. | 
Pol. -W hat can you fear? tho? the Earth yawn'd fo wide 

That all the Labours of the Deep were ſeen, 

And Alexander ſtood on the other ſide, 

I'd leap the burning Ditch to give him death, 

Or ſink my ſelf for ever, Pray, to the buſineſs. 

Caf, As I was ſaying, this Roxana, whom, 

To aggravate my hate to him,” I love, 

Meeting him as he came Triumphant from 

The Indies, kept him revelling at Suſa; 

But as I found, a deep repentance fince 

Turns his affeQtions to the Queen Statira, 

To whom he ſwore (before he cou'd eſpouſe her ) 

That he wou'd never Bed Roxana more. 

Pol, How did the Perſian Queen receive the news 

Of his Revolt ? 

Theſſ. With grief incredible ! 

Great Sy/1gambis wept, but the young Queen 

Fell dead among her Maids, | . 

Nor cou'd their care 

With richeſt Cordials, for an hour or. more, 

Recover Life. . . 

Cafſ. Knowing how much ſhe lov'd, 

I hop'd to turn her all into Medea 

For when the firſt guſt of her grief was paſt 

I enter'd, and with breath prepar*d did blow 

The dying ſparks iato-a- towring flame, .. 

Deſcribing the new love he bears Roxana, 

* Concelving, not unlikely, that the Line 

Of dead Darius in her Cauſe might riſe. 

Is any Panthers, Lioneſles rage 


Ed 


ALEXANDER theGreat. 


So furious, any Torrents'fall ſo ſwitt 

As a wrong'd Woman's hate ?- Fhus far it helps 

To give him'troubles z. which perhaps may end him. 

And ſet the-Court in univerſal Uproar z; * *' 

Bur ſee it ripen's more than I expeQed, +» ; 

The Scene works up, Kill him, or kill thy ſelf. + 

So there be miſchief" any way, 'tis well *” 

Now change the Vizor, every one diſperſe, 

And with a face of Friendſhip meet the King, Exe: 
b | -V "4 4 : « 


Enter Syſig@nbis, Statira, Pariſutis, Artendon; 


| < Or © 
Stat: Give.me 2 Knife, a draught of Poyſon, Flames ; 

Swell heart; break, break thou ſtubborn thing ; | 

Now,»by the ſacred+Fire, I'll not be held ; * 

Why.do ye wiſh me Life, yet ſtifle me * 

For want oFair ? pray give meleave to walk 
Sy/. Is there no reverence to my Perſon due ? 

Darius wou'd have heard me : truſt not rumour 
Stat. No,he hates, Hs, 

He loaths the Beauties which he has enjoy'd , ., 

Q, he is falſe; that great, that glorious Man: 

Is Tyrant midit pf his trinmphant ſpoils, 

[s bravely falſe to all the Gods, torſiworn ; 

Yet wha wou'd think it? no, it cannot*be, - + 

[t cannot—— What, that dear Proteſting Man ! 

He that has warm'd my Feet with thouſand fighs,  * 

Then cooFd 'em with his tears; dy'd on my Knees. 

Outwept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, . 

And groan'd and {wore the wondring Stars away ? 
$Sy/. No, *tis impoſſible, believe thy,Mother, 

That knows him well.” +» % 
Stat. Away, and Iet me dye, 

(0. *ris my fondneſs, and my eaſe nature 

That would Excuſe him $ but I know he's falſe, 

Tis now the common talk, the News o'th'. World, 

Falſe to $2417, falſe ro her thar lov'd him. 

That lov'd him, cruct Victor as.-he was, 

\nd took him bath'd all o're in Per/tan blood ; 

Kid the dear cruel Wounds, and waſh'd 'em ore 

And ore in Tears then bound 'em with my hat! 

Laid him all night upon my panting Boſum, 

{ud like a Child, and hufh'd him with my Sonz; 
Par. It this be true; ah, who will ever truſt 

A Man again ? 
Strat, A Man! a Nin! my Parrots, 

Us With thy hand h<ld up, thus let meg ſwear faiz? 
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By the eternal Body of the Sur, 

Whoſe Body, O forgive the Blaſphemy, 

I lov'd not half fo well as the leaſt part 

Of my dear precious faithleſs A/exander , * 
For I will tell thee, 'and to warn thee of him, 
Not the Springs Mouth, nor Breath of Jefamin, 


ENS; Or, 


Nor Violets Intant-Sweets, nor opening Buds "046 þ 

Are half ſo ſweet as Alexander's Breait ; - 

From every Pore of him a Perfume-talls, | . 

He kiſſes ſofter than a Southern Wind; - +. , * 1 

Curls like a Vine, and touches like a God. @- * - 
Sy/. When will thy Spirits reſt, theſe-tranſports ceaſe > +; 4 4+ 
Stat. Will you not give me leave to warn my Siſter, , 

As I was ſaying, ——= but I rold his Sweetnebs,  .* 

Then he will talk, good Gods how he will talk Corr: 


Even when the Joy he figh'd*for his poſſeſt, ©: - + 

He peaks the kindeſt'woxds, and looks ſuch things, 
Vows with ſo much paiſhon, {wears with 16 much Grace, 
That *tis a kind of Heaven to be deluded by him. _ 

Par. But what was" it that you would have me 1wear ? 

Stat. Alas, 1 had forgot, let me walk by ad 4 
1nd weep a while, and--ſhall ſoon remember. ; 

S3/. Have patience,” Child; and ive her Liberty. , 
Paſhons. 1:ke Seas, will have their Ebbs and Flows - 
Yet while I ſee her thus, not all the Loſſes © . *- © » 
We have receiv'd fnce A/cxande?*s Conquelt: 

Cn touch my hardn'd Soul, her Sorrow reigns a 
Too fully there. * WOE. 

Pr. But what it ſhe ſhould kill her feif ?-. tokd 

S127. Roxana then enjoys m# perjur's Love: 
R-xana Claſps my Monarch in her Arms; 

Doats on my Conqueror, my dear Lord,-my King, , 
Devows my Lips, cats him with hungry Kiftes* * 
She graſps him all, ſhe, the curit hgppy ſhe. 


5 


5v Heaven 1 cannot bear it, "tis too much ; | R'/cs, 
{i} dye, or rid m2 of the burning torture,”  , . 
{ will haveRemedy; I will, LwHI, X 


Ur go diſtrafted ; Madneſs may throw off * 
The mighty Load, and drown the fiaming Paſtor, 
Madam, draw near with all tat are in preſence, | 
And litten to the Vow which here I make. | 

Sy/. Take heed, my dear $S72!77a, and contider, 
V har deſperate Love enforces vou to ſwear. 

$:at. Pardon me, tor 1 have confidered well ; 
Ard here I bid adieu to all Mankind. 
Farewell ye Coz'ners of the balie Sex,+ 
And titou the greatefl, talfeſt A/rxander -. 


ALEXANDER the Great. 


Farewel thou moſt b:lov'd, thou faithleſs Dear ; 
If I but mention him, the Tears'will tall ; - 
Sure there is not a Letter in his Name, * 
Bur. is a Charm to melt'a Woman's Eyes.- 

Sy/.- Clear up, thy Griets, rhy King, thy Alexand: » 
Comes on to Baiy/on. 

Stat. Why let him comes” * 
Toy of all Eyes but the forlorn Spatyy7's. 

ROY: Wilr thou not ſee him ? 4" 

Strat. By Heaven I never will, 
This is my Yow, my ſacred Refolition? a { Kgee!; 
And when I break it. 

Sy/. Ah;,do not ruine all. 

Gt May I again be flatter'd and deluded, * 
May ſudden death and horrid, "come inſtead 
Of what I with, and take me unprepar'd. « 

Sy/. Still kneel, and.with4he ſame Breath. call again 
The woful lImprecation thou haſt made. 

Stat. No, 1 will. publith it through all the Court, 
Then in the Bowers of: *preat Semrams 
For ever lock.my woes from humane view. 

Sy/. Yet be perſwaded. | , 

Stat; Never urge me more, 129-19 
Leſt driven'to rage, I ſhould my Life abhor, 
And in your preſence put an end'to” all 
The faſt*Calamities that round me fall. 

Par. O angry Heaven !-what have the guiltleſs done ? 
Ard where ſhall wretched Par:/arzs run ? 

Sy/. Captives in War, our Bedies we refign 4, 
- But now made free, Love does our Spirits bind. 
Stat. When to my purpos'd-Loneneſs I retire, d 


Your fight I through the Grartes ſhall oft defire, 
And after Alexander's Health enquire : 

And if this Paſhon cannot he remoy'd, 

Ask how my Reſolutiorf he approv'd ? 

How much he loves, how much he is belov'd ? 
Then when 1 hear that all things pleaſe him well, 
Thank the good Gods, and hide me ig my Cell. 
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AC T-I.. SCENE. 1. 


- 


- ; . 'S | 
- Noiſe of Trumpets ſounding far off. 


The Scene draws, and diſcovers a Battle of Crows, or Ravens. in the 
Air ;, an Eagle and a Drag meet "and fight + "the Eagle dFops down 
zoith all the reſt of *the Birds; and the Dragon flies away” "Sould:. 
ers walk off ſhaking their Heads. The Conſpiratort comgforward, 


Caſſ. E comes, the fata! Glory of: the World; 
Y The headlong 4/exander, witha Guard”. 
Ot thronging Crowns comes on to Baby/op, - _ 
Though warn'd,” in {ſpight of all the Pow'rs above, 
Who by theſe Prodigies foretel his Ruine.” 
Pol. Why.al!l this noiſe, becauſe a King muſt die ? 
Or do's Heaven fear becauſe he fway*'dthe Earth; 
His Ghoſt will war with the high Thunderer ? 
Curſe on the babling Fates that cannot 1ce *»» 
A great Man tumble, but*they muſt be talking. 
C2]. The Spirit of King Ph:/zp, m thoſe Arms 
We iaw him wear, paſs'd groaning through the Courr.. 
His dreadtul Eye-balls row!t'd their horrour,upwards ; 
He wav'd his'arms, and ſhook his wondrous head. 
I're heard thar at the crowing of the Cock 
Lions will roar, and Goblings ſteal away ; 
Bur this Majeſtick Air "ſtalks itedfaſt on 
Spight of the Morn that Calls.-him from the Ealt, 
Nor minds the op'ning of the Iv'ry Door.* | 
Phil. *Tis certain, there was never day like this. 
C2ff. Lare as I muling walK't behind the Palace, 
_ 1 mer a monſtrous Child, that-with-his hands 
Held to his face, which ſtem'd all over Eyes, 
A Silver Bowl, and wept it full of Blood: 
But having ſpy'd me, like a Cdcatrice, + | 
He. glar'd a while ; then with a*ſhriek ſo ſhrill 
As ail the Winds had whiſtled fromchis Mouth ; 
He daih'd me wit!fthe Gore he held, and vaniſhed. ' 
Po/- Thas which befell'me, "though *twas horrid, yet 
When I conſider, i@appears ridiculous ; 4 | 
For, as 1 paſs'd through a by vacant place; 
t met two Women very old and ugly, 
That wrung their hands, and howl'd, and beat their breaſts. 
Anc. 


 ALEXAN DE Ri the Great. 


And cry'd out-Poyſon : when I askt the Cauſe, 
They took me by the Ears, and with ſtrange force 
Held me to the earth, then laugh'd and diſappear'd. 
Cafſ. O how I love deſtruftion with a Method 
Which none diſcern, but thoſe that weavg the Plot: 
Like. Silk-worms we. are hid in_our own Weſt, 
But we ſhall burſt at laſt through all the Strings ; 
And when'rime calls, come forth in a_new form ; att” 
Not InſeQs to be trod, but Dragons wing'd. , 
Theſſ.-Ehe Face ot all the Court is ſtrangely alter'd : 
Thexe's not-a;Per/ian 1 can, mect but ſtares 
As if he wete diſtracted. .- Oxyartes, 
Statira's Uncle, openly teclaim'd 
Againſt the Perjury of Alexander. .» * # 
-Phil. Ochers, more tearful, are remov'd to S»ſa, 
Dreading Roxarna's Rage, who. comes'1th* Rear 
To Babyton., FAS 
Caſſ. It glads my riſing Soul + - 
That we ſhall ſee him raCk't before he dies : 
I'know he loves S$:atir2-more than Life, 
And on a Croud oof Kings in Triumphborn 
Comes;- big with Expectation, to enjoy her, 
But when he hears the Oaths which ſhehas ta'ne, 
Her laſt adieu make publick to the World, 
Her vow'd divorce, how wilt remorſe conſume him ?- 
Prey, like the,Bird of Hell, upon'his Liver ? | 
; Pol. To bawk his Longing and delude his Luſt, 
[s more than Death, *ris Earneſt.for Damnation. 
'Caſ. Then comes Roxena, who muſt help our; Party ; 
{ know her jealous, bloody, and ambitious. 
Sure *twas the likeneſs of her heart to mine, 
And Sympathy of Natures caus'd me love her: = 
"Tis txt, | muſt enjoy her, and no way - | 
So proper as to make her guilty fixlt. 
Pol, To ſee two Rival Queens of difterent humours, & 
With a variety of Torment vey him. | [ Enter Lyf. Heph 
+ -Caſſ. Of that anon; but ſee Lyſemacus 
And the young Favourite ; ſort, ſort your felves,, 
And like to, other mercenary Souls 
Adore this Mortal God, that ſoon muſt bleed. , 
Ly/.. Here I will wait the King's approach, and ſtand 
tis utmott anger, it he do me wrong, . 
Heph. That cannot be; from Power ſo abſolute. 
And high as his. ' 
Ly/. Well, you and I have done. Aj: Þ 
Po. How the Court thickens ! [ Trumpets ſound, 
Cſſ. Nothing to what it will-—— Does he not come _ 
* 
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To hear a thouſand thouſand Embaſhes, 

Which trom all Parts to Babylon are brought, 
Gs if the Parliament of the whole World 
Had met ; and he came on a God, to give 
The infinite Afembly glorioys audience. 


Enter Clytus, Atiſtander Y his Roves, with a Wand. 


Ariſt. Haſte, Reverend Cys, haſte, and ſtop the King, * 
C!y. He is alrcady centred”: then the Preſs 
Of Princes that.atrend ſo thick about hira ; | 
Keep all that wou'd appro: ach At-certain diſtance. pp. 
47. Though he were hem'd with Deities I'FſpeaK toy, 
And turn. him back from this high: way to Death. 


Ty. Here place your ſelf within his Trumpets ſound. Ss $4 
Lo, the Cha/dean Prieſts appear, b<hold | + , 
The ſacred Fire, Nearchus and Eimenes”...* 


With their white Wands, and dreſt in Eaſtern Robes, .. £6 
To ſooth the King, who loves the Pertian mode : Pur 
But ſee the Maiter of the Vorld appeats. 


. Enter Alexander, all kneel but Clytus. 


of ph, O Son of ZFupiter 11 IF for ever. 
Alex, Riſe all, and thou my ſecond ſelf; my Love ; 
() my Hephe fidn, raiſe thee from the Farth 
Up to my Breaſt, and hide thee in.my Heart, , + 
Art thou grown cold ? Why hang thine arms'at diſtance ? 
Hugg me, or elſe by Heaven:thou lov {t_ me not. 
Heph. Not love, my Lord ? break"not"the Heaxt you fram' 1 
And moulded up to'ſuch an-Excellence*? 
Then ſtamp'd on it your own Immortal Image. 
Not love the King? Such is not Womatt's.Love, 
So tond a Friendſhip, ſuch a facred flame, 
As I muſt dÞbt to find in Breaſts above. 
Alex. Thou doit; thou lov'ſt me,” Crown of all mv Wars, 
Thou dearer to me than my Groves of Lawrel, 
I know thou lov'it jhy A/cxander more 
Than Cyrus doth. the King : no tears, Heph: To 
[ read thy Paſſion gn thy Manly Eyes; 
And glory in thoſe Planets, of my Life, ; 
Above the Rival Lights thar ſhing in Heaven, 
Ly/. I fee that Death muſt wait me,, yet Tle on. 
Alex. Tle tell thee, Friend, and mark i ir, all ye Frivices, 
' Though never mortal man arriv'd to ſuch | 
A height as I, yet I wou'd torteit all ; 
Caſt all my Purples, and my ronquer 4 Crowns, 


- « 


And 
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And dye to fave this Darling of my Soul.” 
Give me thy Hand, ſhare all my Scepters while 
{lite ; and when my hour of Fate is come, 
| leave thee, what thou meriteſt more than I, the World. 
Ly. Dread Sir, I caſt me at your Royal Feet. 
dex. What, my Lyſemachus, whoſe Veins are rich 
With our Iluſtrious Blood ?,My. Kinſman, riſe 
Is not'that Ciyr ws © © 
C/yt. Your-old faithful Souldier. 4, 40% x 
Atex. Core to my hands, thus double Arm the Kive : 
And now methinks 1 itand like the Dread God, . 
\Who while*his Prieſts and Tquait'd facred Blood, . 
Acknowleg'd me his $on.”” My Lightning thou ; 
And thou my Mighty Thunder -I have ſeen 
Thy glittering Sword our-fly Ccleſtial Fire : 
@\:d when I cry'd,-be gone, and excecute, 


I're ken him run ſwitfter than ſtarting Hinds, . 
Nor bent,the. tender Graſs beneath-his Feer : * | 

Switter than Shadows fleeting o'er the Fields, -, . 

Nay, even'the Winds, with all their Stock of Wings . 


Have puff'd behind, as wanting Breath to'reach him. 
* 1y/. But if your Majeſty: 
yt. Who wou'd not loſe ; X 
The laſt dear*drop of Blood for ſuch a King ? 
Alex. Witneſs my Elder Brothers of the Skie, - 
How much I love a Souldier. — O my C/ytus, 
\Was i not when"we paſs'd the Gramcus F 
Thou dial erefetve me from unequal force ? 
ir was when Spibridates and Rheſaces, 
Fell both upon me with two dreadful ttroaks, 
\nd clove my temperd Helmet quite in {under ; 
Then Remember, then thou digit me Service : 
{ think my Thunder ſplit him to the Navel. 
Cy. Tor vour great Self you owe that Victory, 
Ant fire your Arms did never gain a nobler. 
Alex. By Heaven they never did, for well thou knowelt, 
nd 1 am prouder to have paſs'd that Stream,._ ©. 
Than thar I drove a Milton @'re the Plain. . 
(.2n none rem2mber? *Yes I know all muſt, 
\Vhen Glory, like the Dazling Eagle, 4tood 
verch'd on my Beaver in the Granick Flood ; 
\Vhen Fortune's ſelf my Standerd trembling bore, 
And the Pale Fates ſtood frighted on the Shore, 
\ hen the Immortals on the Billows rode. 
And I my felt appear the Leading God. 
Ariſt. Bar all the Honours'which your Youth has wen 
Are loſt, unlefs you fly from Bubylcn : 
thalte with yous Chiefs, to $::/a take your way. * 


Fly for your Lite, deſtrpQive is your ſtay. _ jy 
This Morning havi ing view'd the angry Skie, ? 
And mark'd the Pradigies that threatned high, C 
To our bright God I did for Succour fly ; 

But Oh | 

Alex. What Fears thy Rev erend Boſom ſhike- ONE: 

Or do'ſt thou trom fome Dream of Howour wake ? 

[t ſo, come graſp me with thy thakingHand, | 

Or tall behind, while 1 th&*danger ſtapd.. "> 5.25108 
. Ariſt. To Oref7 hades Cave F did repair,” 4 
Where I inton'd "the dreadful God with Prayer : _ © 
But a&l pray'd, I heard long Groans within, - _.. 
And thrieks, as of the damn'd that how! tor Sth. AX 

] knew the Omen, and I fear'd to ſtay, #4. 
Bur poſtrate on the trembling Pavement lay: ... + 
When he bodes Happineſs, he anſwers mild, * 

*Tfivas 10.of old, 'and the great Image fmil's ; Reval 
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But now in abrupt Thurfder he repply'd . . W233 2) 
Loud as Rent Rocks; or roaring Seas he cry'd, —k 


+All Empites Crown, Glory, of Babylon, ” 

Whoſe head ſtands wrapt in C louds, muſt, tumble: Rs 
Alex. If Babylon mutt falt, what is't 19 me ? 

Or can F help immutable Decree 2 . 

Down then vaſt Frame with, all. thy Lofty "Towers, * 

Since *tis 10 orderd-by Almighty Powers; 

Preſ$'d by. the Fares,” unlpoſ your golden Bats, 

'Tis great to tall the Envy of the SLaLS. | 

Enter Perdiccas, Moleager. 

Mete. O Horrour ! 227.Y 'F 
Perd. Dize Portents |! ; 
A/ex. Out with *em tacn, A 

Whar, are'ye Ghoſts , ye empty ſhapes of Men 

If fo. the Myllteries of” Hell vt !fold. 3 

Be all the Scrowls of Deltiny unrowl'd ? —_ 

Open the brazen Leaves, and let ir come 5 _ 

Point with a Thunderbolt your MGcnarch's $ Doom 
Perd. As Mealeager and my 121t in Field, . - 

Your Per/zan Horſe hout the Army wheel'd : 

Ve heard a noiſe as of a ruſhing-Wind,. 

And a thick ſtorm the Eve of day did blind : 

A croaking Noiſe reſounded through the Air, 

We look'd, and faw big-Ru Vens battling there : 

Each Bud of Night appear himlelta Cloud, 

They met and fought, and their Wounds raid black blood. 
Mele. All, as tor Honour, did their Lives expole ; 

their Talons clath'd, and Beaks & g4Ve mighty blows, 
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Whilſt dreadful ſounds did our ſcar'd ſenſe afſail, 
As of ſmall Thunder, or huge Scythian Hail. 

Perd. Our Augurs thook, when with a horrid groan, 
We thovght that all the Clouds had*tumbl'd down, 
Souldiers, and Chiefs, who can the wonder tell 
Strook to the ground, promiſcuoully fell , 

While the dark Birds, each pond'rous as 4 Shield, 
For fifty Furlongs hid the fatal Field, 

Alex. Be witneſs for me, all ye Powers Divine, 

If ye be angry, 'ris no fault of mine , 
Therefore ler Furies face me with a Band 
From Hell, my Virtue ſhall not make a ſtand ; 
Though all the Curtains of the Skie be drawn, 
And the ſtars wink, young Ammon ſhall go on ; 
While my Statira ſhines, I cannot ſtray, 

Love lifts his Torch to light me on my way, 
And her bright Eyes creare another Day. 

Ly/. E're you remove, be pleas'd, dread vir, ro hear 
A Prince ally'd to you by Blood. 

Alex. Speak quickly. 

Ly/. For all that I have done for you in War, 
| beg the Princeſs Par1ſatzs. | 

iilex. Ha 
Is not my word already palt ? Hepheion, 

[ know he hates thee, but he ſhall not have her; 
We heard of this before——— Ly/mmachas, 

| here command you nouriſh no Deſign, 

To prejudice my perſon in the Man 

love, and will prefer to all the World. 

Ty/. 1 never fail'd to obey your Majeſty, 
Whilſt you commanded what was in my power, 
Nor cou'd Hepheſtion fly more ſwift to lerve, 
When you commanded. us to ſtorm a Town, 

Ur tztch'd 1 ſtandard from the Enemy : 

But when you charge me nor to love the Princeſs, 

I muſt confeſs, I ditobey you, as ' 

I wor'd the Gods themſelves, ſhould they command. 


Alex. You ſhou'd, brave Sir, hear me, and then be dumb; 


When by my order, curſt Ca/iſtneres, 

Vas as a Traitor doom'd to live in torments : 
Your pity ſped him in deſpite of me. 

Think not I have forgot your infolence , 

No, though I pardond it, yet if again | 

Thou dare'ſt ro croſs me with another Crime, 
The Bolts of fury ſhall be doubled on thee. 

In the mean time think nor of Pariſar:s ; 


For it thou do'it, by Zupiter Ar mewn 


D 
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By my. own Head, and by King Philip's Soul, 
Ile not reſpect that Blood of mine thou ſhare'ſt, 
Bur uſe thee as the vileſt Macedonzan. 

v/. T doubred not at firit but I ſhou'd meet 
Your indignation, yet my Sou[l's refolv'd, 
And I ihall never quit ſo brave a prize, 
While I can draw a Bow, or lift a Sword. 

Alcx. Againſt my lite, ha ? was it ſo ? how now ? 
Tis ſaid that I am rafh, of haſty humour ; 
But I appeal to the Immortal Gods, 
It ever petty poor Provinical Lord 
Had temper like to mine? My Stave, whom I 
Cou'd tread to Clay, dares uttex bloody threats. 

C/yt. Contain your ſelf, dread Sir, the noble Prince, 
[ {ze it in his Countenance, would dye, 
To juitine his truth, but love makes many faults. 

iy. 1 meant his Minion there ſhould teel my Arm, 
Love asks his blood, nor ſhall he live to laugh 
At my deitruCtion. 

Alex, Now be thy own Judge, 
{ nardon thee tor my old Clytrs's ſake ; 
Bur if once mere thou mention thy raſh Love, 
Or dart attempt Hepheftioz's precious Lite. 
le pour ſuch [torms of indignation on thee, 
Pl:/ztas rack, CaliſiDenes diſgrace, 
Shall be delight ro what thou ſhalt endure. 


hs 


Enter Syltgambis, Pariſatis. 


Hei, Ny Lord, the Queen comes to congratulate 
Your fate arrival. 

Alex. O thou the beit of Women, 
Source of my Joy, blett Parent of my Love. 

Sy/. Permit me kneel, and give thoſe adorations 
Which from the Per/can Family are due : 
Have you not rais'd us from our ruines high, 
And when no hand could help, nor any Eye 
Behold us with a Tear, your's pitied mz. 
You, like a God, ſhatch'd us trom ſorrow's Gulph, 
Fivt us in Thrones above our former {tate. 

Par. \Which, when a Soul forgets, advanc't fo nobly, 
May it be drown'd in deeper mittery. 

24/cx. To mzer me thus, was generoutly done ; 
But {till there wants to Crown my happineſs, 
Cite of my Empire, Treaſure of my Soul ! 
My dear Statira! O that Heavenly Bzam, 
Warmth of my Brain, and Fire of my heart; 


Had 
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Had ſhe but ſhot to ſee me, had ſhe met me, 
By this time I had been amongſt the Gods : 
It any Ecſtaſie can make a height, 

Or any Rapture hurle us to the Heavens, 
C!yt. Now, who ſhall dare to tell him the Queen's Vow ? 
Alex. How fares my Love? ha neither anſwer me! 

Ye raiſe my wonder, Darkneſs overwhelm me, 

It Royal Sy/zgambrs does not weep. 

Trembling and horrour, pierce me cold as Ice. 

[s ſhe not well ; what none, none anſwer ms ? 

Or is it worſe? Keep down ye riling Sighs, 

And murmur in the hollow of my Brealt : 

Run to my Heart, and gather more ſad wind , 

That when the voice of Fate ſhall call you forth, 

Ye may, at one ruſh, from rhe Seat of Lite, 

Blow the Blood out, and burſt like a Bladder. 

Heph. 1 wou'd relate it, but my courage fails me. 
Alex. If ſhe be dead—— That it's impoſſible ; 

And let none here affirm it for his-Soul : 

For he that dares but think ſo damn'd a Lye, 

[le have his body ſtraight empal'd before me ; 

And glut my Eyes upon his bleeding Entrails. 

Cafſ. How will this Engine of unruly Paſſion 

Roar, when we have ram'd him to the mouth with Poyſon, 
Alex. Why ſtand you all, as you were rooted here, 

Like the ſenſeleſs Trees, while to the ſtupid Grove 

]. like a wounded Lion, groan my griets, 

And none will anſwer what, not my Hepheſtion ? 

[tf thou haſt any love for A/exander, 

it ever I cbligd thee by my care, 

When my quick fight has watch'd thee in the Fight , 
Or it to {ee thee bleed I ſent forth cryes, 
And, like a Mother, waſh'd thee with my tears. 
[f this be true, if I deſerve thy Love, 
Eaſe meg, and tell the cauſe of my ditiſter. 
Heph. Your mourning Queen, (which I had told before, 
Had you been calm, has no Diſeaſe but Sorrow, 
Which was occation'd firſt by jealous pangs : 
She heard, ( for what can ſcape a watchtul Lover ? } 
That you at Szſa, breaking all your Vows, 
Relapsd, and, conquerd by Roxana's Charms, 
Gave up your {elt devoted to her Arms. 
Alex. know that ſubtile Creature in my Rior. 
My Reaſon gone, ſeduc'd me to her Bed ; 
But when I wak'd I ſhook the Czrce off, 
Though that Enchantreſs held me by the Arm, 
And wept, and gaz'd with all the _ of Love ; 
) 2 


Nor 
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Nor griev'd I leſs for that which I had done, 

Than when at Thazs ſuir, enrag'd with Wine, 

I ſer the fam'd Per/ſepolrs on Fire. 
Heph. Your Queen Satira took it fo to heart , 

That, in the Agony of Love, ſhe {wore 

Never to ſee your Majelty again ; 

With dreadful Imprecations ſhe confirm'd 

Her Oath, and T much fear that ſhe will keep it. 
Alex. Ha! did the ſwear? did that{weet Creature fwear ? 

Fle not belive it, no, ſhe is all foftneſs, 

All melting, mild, and calm as a rock'd Infant, 

Nor can you wake her into cryes z by Heaven, | 

She is the Child of Love, and ſhe was born in ſmiles. 
Par, I, and my weeping Mother, heard her ſwear. 
Sy/. And with ſuch fterceneſs ſhe did aggravate 

The toulneſs of your fault, that I cou'd with 

Your Majeſty wou'd blot her from your breaſt. 
Alex. Blot her? forget her, hurle her from my boſom 

For ever, loſe the Star that gilds my Lite, 

Guide of my Days, and Goddeſs of my Nights! 

No, ſhe ſhall ſtay with me in ſpight of Vows, 

My ſoul, and body borh are twiſted with her. 

The God of Love empries his golden Quiver, 

Shoots every Grain of her into my heart 

She is all mine, by Heaven I teel her here 

. Panting, and warm, the deareſt, O Szotira ! 


Cyr. Are you a Madman? is this a time? 

[y/. Yes, for ] ſe ite cannot be unjuſt to me, 
Left ſomething worſe befall himſelE 

Aex. Why doſt thou tempt"me rhus, to thy undoing * 
Death thou ſhould'ſt have, were it not courted fo : 
But know to my confuſion, that my word; 
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Like deſtiny, admits not a reverſe ; 

Therefore, in Chains thou ſhalt behold the Nuptials 

Of my Hepheſtion——— Guards take him Priſoner. 
Ly/. 1 ſhall not eafily reſign my Sword, 

*THl{ 1 have dy'd ir in my Rivals blood: 

Alex. 1 charge you kill him not, take him alive ; 
The dignity of Kings 1s now Concern'd, 

And I will find a way to tame this Beaſt. 

C/yt. Kneel, tor I ſee Lightning in his Eyes. 

Ly/. I neither hope nor ask a pardon of him ; 
But it he ſhau'd reſtore my Sword; I wou'd, 

With a new violence, run againſt my Rival, 

Alex. Sure we, at laſt, ſhall conquer this fierce Lion : 
Hence from my ſight, and bear him ro a Dungeon : 
Perdiccas give this Lion to a Lion 
None ſpeak tor him, fly, ſtop-his Mouth, away. 

C!yt. The King's extreamly mov'd. 

Eum. I dare not ſpeak. 

Clyr. This comes of Love and Women, *tis all madnels ; 
Yet were I heated now with Wine, I ſhou'd 
Be preaching to the King for this raſh Fool. 

Acx. Come hither Cly:tus, and my dear Hepheſtion 
Lend me your Arms, help, for 'm ſick o'th'ſudden 
[ tear betwixt Szatirg's cruel Love, 

And fond Roxang's Arts, your King will fall. 

Cyr. Better the Per/ran Race were all undone. 

Heph. Look up, my Lord, and bend not thus your Head,. 
As if you wou'd Leave the Empire of the World, 
Which you with Toil have won. 

Alex. Wou'd I had not, 

There's no true joy in ſuch unweildy Fortune. 
Eternal gazers laſting troubles make, | 

All tind my ſpots, but few my brightneſs take. 
Stand off, and give me air, 
Why was I born a Prince, proclainn'd a God ? 

Yet have no Liberty to look abroad ? 

Thus Palaces in proſpeR bar pe Eye, c 


Which pleas'd and free, wou'd o're the Cottage fly ; 
Ore flow'ry Lands to the gay diſtant = 

Farewel then Empire, and the Racks of Love ; 

By all the Gods, I will to Wilds remove, 

Stretch'd like a Sy/van God on Graſs lye down, 

And quite forget that &'ze 1 wore a Crown. 
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Enter Eumenes, Philip, Theſlalus, Perdiccas, 
Lyſ1machus, Guards. 


Eum, Farewel, brave Spirit, when you come above, 
Commend us to Phz/ctas and the reft 
Of our great Friends. 
The. Perdiccas, you are grown 
In trutt, be thankful for your noble Office. i 
Perd. As noble as you ſentence me, I'd give . 
This arm that 1heſſu/:s were ſo employ'd. 
I y/. Ceale thele untimely Jars, tearewel to all, 
Fight for the King as I have done, and then 
You may be worthy of a Death like mine—Lead on. 


Enter Parilatis. 


Par. Ah my Ly/machus, where are you going ? 
Whither ? to be devoured ? O barbarous Prince ! 
Cou'd you expoſe your Lite to the King's Rage, 
And yet remember mine was ty'd to yoltrs ? 
Ly/. The Gods preſerve you ever from the. 1l!s 
Thar threaten me ; live Madam, to enjoy 
A nobler Fortune, and forget rhis Wretch : 
I 21c're had worth, nor 1s it poſſible 
That all the blood which I ſhall loſe this day, - 
Shou'd merit this rich ſorrow from your Eyes. 
Par. The King I know is bent to thy Deltruction ; 
Now by command they forc'd metrom his Knees : 
But rake this ſarisfaction in thy death, 
No Power, Command, my Mother s Siſter's tears, 
Shall cauſe me to ſurvive thy cruel Loſs. / 
TI y/. Live, Princeſs, live; howe're the King diſdains me, 
Perhaps unarm'd, and fighting for your ſake, 
I may perform what ſha!l amaze the World, 


And force him yet to give you to my Arms. 
Away Perdiccas , dear Eumenes, take 
The Princeſs to your Charge. [ Exennr. Perd. Lyſ. Gaards. , 


Eum, O cruelty ! 
Par. Lead me, Exmenes, lead me from the Light, 
Where I may wait t#] I his ruine hear, 
Then free my Soul to meer im in the Air. [ ms 
f ul, 
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Ph:1. See where the jealous proud Roxana comes, 
A haughty Vengeance gathers up her brow. 
Theiſ. Peace, they have rais'd her to their Ends ; obſerve. 


Enter Roxana, Cafſander, Polipercon. 


Rox. O you have ruin'd me, I ſhall be mad ; 
Said you ſo paſhonately, is'r poſſible ? 


" So kind to her, and 1o unkind to me ? 


Caf, More than your utmoſt Fancy can invent ? 
He {wouned thrice at hearing of her Vow, 
And when our care as oft had brought back Life, 
He drew his Sword, and ofter'd at his breaſt. 
Pol. Then raild on you with ſuch unheard of Curſes > 
Kox. Away, b&gone, and give a Whirlwind Room, 
Or I will blow you up like Duſt ; avaunt : 
Madneis but meanly repreſents my toyl. 
Roxana and Statira, they are Names 
That muſt for ever jar z eternal Diſcord, 
Fury, Revenge, Diidain, and Indignation 
Tear my ſiwoll'n Breaſt, make way for fire and Tempeſt 
My brain is burſt, debate and reaſon quench'd, 
The ſtorm is up, and my hot bleeding heart 
Splits with the Rack, while pathons like the Winds 
Kite up to Heaven, and pur out all the Stars. 
What ſaving hand, O what Almighty arm 
Can raiſe me ſinking ? - 
Cf. Let your own arm fave you, 
Tis in your power, your Beauty is Almighty : 


* Let all the Stars go out, your Eyes can light 'em : 


Wake then bright Planet that ſhou'd Rule the World, 
Wake like the Moon, from your too long Eclipſe, 
And we with all the Inſtruments of War, 
Trumpets and Drums, will help your glorious Labour. 
Pol. Put us to at, and with a Violence, 
That fits the Spirit of a moſt wrong'd Woman : 
Let not Medea's dreadtul vengeance ftand 
A Pattern more, but draw your own fo fierce, 
It may for ever be original. ' 
Ca/. Touch not, but daſh with ſtrokes ſo bravely bold. 
'Fill you have form'd a face of fo much horrour, 
That gaping Furies may run frighted back ; 


+. That Envy may devour her ſelt for Madnels, 


And ſad Medu/'s Head be turn'd to ſtone, 
Rox. Yes, we will have Revenge, my Inſtruments : 

For there is nothing you have ſaid of me, 

But comes far ſhort, wautipg of what I am. 
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When in my nonage I at Zogdia liv'd, | 
Amonegit my the-companions I wou'd rejgn ; 

Drew *em trom idleneſs, and little arts 
Or coining looks, and laying ſnares for Lovers ; 
Broke all their Glaſſes, and their Tires tore : 
Taught *em, like Amazons, to ride and chace 
Wild Beaſts in Defarts, and to maſter Men. 
Caf. Her looks, her words, her ev'ry motion fires me. 
Rox. But when I heard of Alexander's Conquelt, 
How with a handful he had Millions ſlain, 
Spoil'd all the Ealt, their Queens his Captives made, 
Yet with what Chaſtity, and God-like temper 
He ſaw their Beauties, and with pity bow'd ; 
Methought I hung upon my Father's lips, 
And with'd him tell rhe wondrous tale again ; 
Left all my ſports, the Woman now return'd, 
And ftghs uncall'd wou'd from my boſom fly , 
And all the night, as my Adraſte told me, 
in ſlumbers groan'd and murmur'd, A/exander. 
Caf. Curie on the name! bur I will ſoon remove 
Thar bar of my Ambition and my Love. 
Rox. At laſt to Zogdia this Triumpher came, 
And cover'd o're with Laurels forc'd our City : 
Ar night I by my Father's order ſtood, 
With titty Virgins, waiting at a Banquet. 
But oh how glad was I to here his Court, 
To teel the preilure of his glowing hand, 
And taſte the dear, the ialſe-proteſting lips. 
Caf. Wormwood and Hemlock. henceforth grow about *e, 
Rox. Gods ! that a Man ſhould be ſo great and baſe! 
What ſaid he not when in the Bridal Bed, © 
- Te claip'd my yielding Body in his Arms : 
When with his fiery Lips devouring mine, 
And moulding with his hand my throbbing Breaſt, 
He ſivore the Globes of Heaven and Earth were vile 
To thoſe rich Worlds ; and talk'd, and kits'd, and lov'd, 
And made me ſhame the Morning with my bluthes. 
Caf. Yer after this prove falſe ! . 
Po/. Horrid Perjury ! 
2f. Not to be match'd. 
Pol, O you mult tind revenge. 
Caf. A Perſon of your Spirit be thus lighted ! 
Zor whoſe defire all Earth ſhould he roo little. 
Rex. And ſhall the Davghter of Darius hold him ? 
That puny Girl, that Ape of my Arabition ? 
Thar cry'd for Milk when I was nurs'> in blood | 
Shall the, made up of watry Element, 
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A Cloud, ſhall ſhe embrace my proper God ? 
While 1 am caſt like Lightning from kis-har! 
No, I mult ſcorn to prey on common things ; 
Though hurF'd to Earth by this difdainful Four. . 
[ will rebound to my own Utb of Fire, 
And with the wrack of all the Heav'ns expire. 
Caſſ. Now you appear your {elt;; 
Tis noble anger. 
Rox. May the Illuſtrious blood that fills my worab, 
And ripens to be Perfect Godhead born, 
Come forth a Fury, may Bar/imz's Baſtard 
Tread it fo Hell, and rule as Soveraign Lord, 
When I permit Star7ra to enjoy 
'Roxana's wjght, and ſtrive not to deſtroy. 


Enter Syligambis, Statira, 17 mourning. 
Ciff. Behold her going to fulfill her Vow ; 
Old Sy/zgambis whom the King engag'd, 
Refiſts and awes her with Authority. 
Rox. *Twas rathly vow'd indeed, and I ſhou'd pity her. 
Sy/. O my Statira, how has Paftion chang'd thee ! 
Think if thou drive the King to ſich extreams, 
What in his fury may he not denounce 
Againſt the poor remains of loſt .Darizs ? 
Stat. | know, I know he will be kind to you, 
And to my mourning Siſter tor my ſake, | 
And tell him, how with my departing breath 
{ rail'd not, but ſpoke kindly of his perſon, 
Nay wept to think of our divided Loves, 
And ſobbing ſent a laſt forgiveneſs to him. 
Rox. Grant Heav'n, ſome eale to this diſtracted wretch ! 
ict her not linger out a life in torments;, 
Be theſe her latt words, and at once diſpatch her. 
Sy/. No, by the everlaſting twe I ſwear, 
By my D145 Soul, I never more 
Will dare to look on A/rxanders face, 
[f vou refuſe to ſee him. 
Kox, Curſe on rhat cunning tongue, I fear her now. 
C2jj. No, the's refolv'd. 
Stat. I cait me at your teet, 
To hathe 'em with my tears; or, if you pleaſe, 
t [2 ler out lite and waſh 'em with my blood, 
But (111! confure you not to rack my Soul, 
Nor hurry my. wild thoughts to perfe& madneſs. 
Slou'd now Dares awtul Gholt appear, 
And my pale Mother ſtand beſeeching by, 
| wou'd perfitt to death, and keep my Vous. 
F. 
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Rex. She ſhews a certain bravery of Soul, 
Which I ſhou'd praiſe A any but my Kival. 
' Sy. Dye then, rebellious wretch, thou art not now 
Thar ſoft belov'd, nor doit thou ſhare my blood. 
Go hide thy baſeneſs in thy lovely Gror, 
Ruine thy Mother, and thy Royal Houle, 
Pernicious Creature ! ſhed the innocent 
Blood, and Sacrifice to the King's wrath 
The lives of all thy people ; fly, be gone, 
And hide thee where bright Vertue never ſhone : 
The day will ſhun thee, nay the Stars that view 
Miſchiets and Murders, deeds to thee not new, 
Will ſtart at this Go, go, thy crimes deplore, 
And never think of Sy/igambrs more. 
Rox. Madam, I hope you will a Queen forgive, 
Roxana weeps to ſee Sratira grieve : 
How noble 1s the brave reſolve you make, 
To quit the World tor A/rxander's lake ? 
Vaſt is your mind, you dare thus greatly dye, 
And yield the King to one ſo mean as I: 
"Tis a revenge will make the Victor ſmart, 
And much 1 tear your death will break his heart. 
Strat. You countcrteit a fear, and know too well 
How much your Eyes all Beauties elſe excel: 
Roxana, who though not a Princeſs born, 
In Chains cou'd make the mighty Victor mourn. 
Forgetting pow'r when Wine had made him warm, 
And ſenſelets, yet even then you knew to charm - 
Preſerve him by thoſe Arts that cannot fail. 
While I the lois of what 1 lov'd bewail. 
Rox. I hope your Majeſty will give me leave 
To wait you to the Grove, where, you wou'd grieve ; 
Where like the Turtle, you the loſs will moan 
Ot that dear Mate, and murmur all tone. 
Stat. No, proud Triurapher o're my talling ſtate. 
Thou ſhalt not ſtay to fill me with my Fate : 
Go to the Conquelt which your wiles may boalt. 
And tell the world you lett S:at7ra loſt. 
Go ſeize my taithlels A/exander”'s hand, 
Both hand and heart were once at my command : 
Graſp his lov'd neck, dye on his fragrant bicalt, c 


Love him like me, which cannot be expreit, 
He mult be happy, and you more than blett. 
White I in darkneſs hide me from tie day, 
That with my mind I may his form ſurvev, 
Aud think {© long, till I think lite away. 
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Rex. No, ſickly Vertue, no, . 
| Thou ſhalt not think, nor*thy Loves loſs bemoan, 
Nor ſhall paſt pleaſures through thy tancy run , 

Thar were to make. thee bleſt as I can be, 

But thy No thought I muit, I will decree ; 

As-thus Ile torture thee till thou art mad, 

And then no thought to purpoſe can be had, 

Star. How frail, how cowardly is woman's mind > 
We thriek at Thunder, dread the ruflling wind, C 
And glitr'ring Swords the brighteſt eyes will blind. þ 
Yet when ſtrong Jealoulie entlames the Soul, 

The weak will roar, and Calms to Tempelts roul. 
Rival take heed, and tempt me not too far ; 
My blood may boyl, and bluſhes ſhew a war. 
Rox. When you retire to your Romantick Cell, * 
Ple make thy- ſolitary Manfhon Hell, 
Thou ſhalt not reſt by day, nor fleep by night : 
But ſtill Roxana ſhall thy Spirit fright : 
Wanton in Dreams, if thou dar'it dream of bliſs, 
Thy roving Ghoſt may think to ſteal a kiſs , 
But when to his ſought Bed, thy wandring air, 
Shall for the happineſs it wiſh'd repair, 
How will it groan to find thy Rival there? 
How ghaſtly wilt thou look, when thou ſhalt ſee, 
Through the drawn Curtains, that Great man and me, 
Wearied with laughing Joys, ſhot to the Soul, 
While thou ſhalt grinning ſtand, and gnafh thy teeth,and howl 
Stat. O barb'rous rage! my tears I cannot keep, 
But my full Eyes in ſpight of me will weep. 

Rox. The King and 1 in various Pictures drawn, 

Claſping each other, ſhaded o're with Lawn, 

Shall be the daily Preſents I will ſend, 

To help thy forrow to her Journeys end. 

And when we hear at laſt thy hour draws nigh, 

My Alexander, my dear Love and T, R 
Will come and halten on thy ling'ring Fates, 

And ſmile, and kits thy Sout out, through the Grates. 

Stat. Tis well, I thank thee; thou haſt waKk'd a rage, 
Whole boyling now no temper can aflwage : 

{ meet thy tides of. Jealouſte with more, 
Dare thee to Duel, and daſh thee o're and re. 
Rox. What wou'd you dare ? 
Stat, Whatever you dare do, 
My warring thoughts the bloodieſt tratts purſue, 
I am by Love a Fury made, like you : 
Kill or be kill'd, thus atted by deſpair. 
Rox. Sure the diſdain'd Szatira ms not dare ? 
2 
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Stat. Yes, ®w'ring proud Roxane, but I dare. 
Rox. I tow're indeed o're thee ; _ 

Like a fair Wood, the ſhade of Kings I ſtand, 

While thou fick Weed does but infect the Land. 
Stat. No, like an Ivy I will curl thee round, 

Thy Gpleſs Trunk of all its pride contound, $ 

Then dry and wither'd, bend thee to the Ground, 

What Sy/;gambis threats, objetted fears, 

My Sitter's fighs, and A/exardey”s tears, 

Cou'd not cttect, thy Rival rage has done ; 

My Soul, whoſe ſtart at breach of Oaths begun, ; 

Shall to thy ruine violated run. 

Fle ſee the King in ſpight of all I ſwore, 

Though curſt, that thou may'ſt never {ce him more. 


Enter Perdiccas, Alexander, Syligambis, Arrendarnts, &c. 


Perd. Madam, your Royal Mother, and the King, 
Alex. O my Statira ! O my angry Dear ! 
Turn thine Eyes on me, 1 wou'd calk to them: 
What thall 1 fay to work upon thy Soul ? 
Where ſhall I throw me ? whether {hall I fall ? 
Stat. For me you ſhall not tall. 
Alex. For thec I will ; 
Before thy teer Fle have a Grave dug up. 
And periſh quick. bc buried ſtraight alive : 
Give bur, as the Earth grows heavy on me, 
A tender look, and a relenting word 
Sav but *twas pity that ſo Great a man, 
Who had ten thouſand Deaths in Battles ſcap'd 
For One Poor fault fo early ſhou'd remove, 
And tal! a Martyr to the God of Love. 
Rox. Is then Roxeng's Love and lite {o poor, 
That for another you can Chuſle to dye, 
Rather than live * hier ? what have I done? 
How am [ alter $&F$nce ar Suſa laſt 
You ſwore, and fcal'd it with a thouſand kiſlts, 
Rather than loſe Roxana's fimalleſt Charm, 
You woud forgo the Conqueſt of the World ? 
Aex. Madam, you bet can tell what Magick drew 
Me to your Charms, but let it not be told 
For your own fake; take, take that Conquer d World, 
Diſpoſe of Crowns and Scepters as you pleaſe, 
Let me but have the Freedom for an hour. 
To make account with this wrong'd Innocence. 
Stat. You know, my Lord, you did commit a Fault, 
1 ask but this, repeat your Crime no more. 
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Alex. 
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Alex. O never, never. 

Rox. Am I rejected then? 

Alex. Exhauſt my Treaſures, p 
Take all the Spoils of the fair conquer'd Indies ; 
Bur for the eaſe of my afflicted Soul, 

Go where I never may behold thee more. 

Rox. Yes, I will go, ungratetul as thou art ! 
Bane to my Life ! thou torment of my days ! 
Thou murderer of the world! for as thy Sword 
Hath cut the Lives of thouſand thouſand Men, 
So will thy tongue undo all Woman-kind. 

Burt le be gone ; this.laſt diſdain hath cur'd me, 
And I am now grown ſo indifterent, 
I could behold you kiſs without a Pang, 
Nay, take a Torch and light you to your Bed : 
Burt do not truſt me, no, tor it you do, 
By all the Fruits and the Flames of Love, 
By Love, which is the hotteſt burning Hell, 
Fle ſer you both on fire to blaze for ever. | Exit. 
Stat. O Alexander, is it poſſible ; Good Gods, 
That guilt can ſhew 1s lovely !- yet I pardon, 
Forgive thee all, by thy dear lite I do. 
Alex. Ha; Pardon ! ſaidſt thou, Pardon me ? ; 
Sy/. Now all thy Mother's Blefhngs fall upon thee, 
My beſt, my moſt belov'd, my own Szatzra. 
Alex. Is it then true that thou haſt pardon'd me ? 
And is it given me thus to rouch thy hand, 
And fold thy body in my longing arms ? 
To gaze upon thy Eyes, my happier Stars ? 
To taſte thy lip, and thy dear balmy breath, 
While ev'ry figh comes fotth ſo traught with ſiveets, 
'Tis Incenſe to be offer*d to a God. 

Stat. Yes, dear Impoſtor, *tis moſt true that 1 
Have pardon'd thee; and *tis as true that while 
| {tand in view of thee, thy eyes will wound, 

Thy tongue will make me wanton as thy wiſhes; 
And while I teel thy hand my body glows; 
Therefore be quick, ang take your laſt adizu, 
Theſe your laſt fighs, and theſe your parting tears; 
Farewel, farewel, a long and laſt farewel. 
Alex, O my Hepheſtion, bear me, or I fink. 
_ Stat. Nay, you may take Heav'n how my heart throbs, - 
You may, you may, if yet you think we worthy, 
Take from theſe trembling Lips a parting kiſs. 
Alex. No, let me ſtarve fuft why, Statira, why ? 
What is the meaning of all this ? O Gods! 
L know the Cauſe, my working Brain divines. 
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You'll ſay you pardon'd but with this reſerve, 
Never to make me bleſt, as I have been, 
To {lumber by the fide of «that falſe man, 
Nor give a Heav*n of beauty to a Devil. 
Think you not thus ? ſpeak, Madam. 
Sy/. She is not worthy, Son, of 10 much ſorrow : 
Speak .comtorr to him, ſpeak, my dear Starr a, 
[ ask thee by thoſe rears ; Ah canſt thou e're 
Pretend to Love, yet with dry eyes behold him ! 
Alex. Silence more dreadful than ſevereſt ſounds: 
VWou'd the but ſpeak, though Death, erernal Exile 
Hung at her lips, yet while her tongue pronounces, 
There muſt be Muſick even in my undoing. 
Stat. Still my lov'd Lord, I cannot ſee you thus ; 
Nor can I ever yield to ſhare your Bed, 
O 1 thall find Roxana in your arms, 
And taſte her kitles lett upon your Lips : 
Her curs'd embraces have deftiPd your body, 
Nor ſhall I find the wonted-ſiveetnels there, 
But artificial ſmells, and aking odours. | | 
Alex. Yes, obſtinate, I will ; Madam, you thall, 
You ſhall, in ſpight of this refiltleſs patiion, 
Be ſerv'd ; but you muſt give me leave to think 
You never lov'd O cord I ſee you thus! 
Hell has not half the tortures that you railz. 
cyt. Never did paſhons combat thus betore. 
Alex. O I ſhall burſt, 
Unleſs you give me leave to rave a while. 
Sy/. Yet e're deſtruQtion ſweep us both away, 
Relent, and break through all ro piry him. 
Alex. Yes, I will ſhake this Crprd from my arms 
It all the rages of the Earth can fright him ; 
Drown him in the deep bowl of Hercules, 
Make the World drunk, and then like .Z2/s, 
When he gave paſſage to the ſtrugating winds, 
Ple ſtrike my Spear into the reeling Globe 
To let it blood ; ſet Babylon in a blaze, 
And drive this God of flames with more conſuming fire. 
Stat, My preſence will but force him to extreams ; 
Beſides, *tis death to me to ſee his pains : 
Yet ſtand reſolv'd never to yield again. 
Permit me to remove. 
Alex. I charge ye ſtay her; 
For if ſhe paſs, by all the Hell I feel, 
Your Souls, your naked Ghoſts ſhall wait upon her. 
O turn thee ! Turn ! thou bab'rous brightneſs, turn! 
Hear my laſt words, and ſee my utmolt pang : 


But 
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But firſt kneel with me, all my Souldiers, kneel, [ Al] ineel. 


Yet lower proſtrate to the Earth Ah Mother, what 
Will you kneel too? Then let the Sun itand (till 
To ſee himſelf out-worthip'd ; not a tace 
Be ſhewn that is not waſHl\'d all o're in tears, 
But weep as if you here beheld me ſlain. 
S3/: Haſt thou a heart ? or arr thou Savage turn'd ? 
Bur if this poſture cannot more your Mercy, 
I never wilt-ſpeak more. 
Alex. O my Statira ! 
I ſwear, my Queeen, Ile not out-live thy hate, 
My Soul is Rill as death But one thing more. 
Pardon my laſt Extremities—— the tranſports 
Of a deep wounded Breaſt, and all is well. 
Stat. Kife, and may Heaven forgive you all, like me. 
Alex. You are too gracious Cyrus, bear me hence, 
When I am laid in Earth, yield her the World. 
There's ſomething here heaves, as cold as Ice, 
That ſtops my breath—— Farewel, O Gods! for ever. 
Stat. told off, and let me run into his arms, 
My deareſt, my all Love, my Lord, my King; <>. 
You ſhall 'not dye, it that the foul and body 
Of thy Statira can reſtore thy Lite : 
Give me thy wonted Kindneſs, bend me, break me 
With thy Embraces. 
Alex. O the killing Joy ! 
O extahfie ! gy heart will burſt my breaſt, 
To leap into thy boſom , but by heaven 
This night I will revenge me of thy Beauties, 
For the dear Rack I have this day endur'd : 
For all the fighs and tears that I have ſpent, 
le have ſo many thouſand burning Loves; 
50 {well thy Lips, 1o fill me with thy ſweetneſs, 
Thou ſhalt not ſleep, nor cloſe thy wandring Eyes : 
The ſmiling hours ſhall all be lov'd away, 
Well furteit all the Night, and languiſh all the day, 
vrat, Nor ſhall Roxana 
Alex. Let her not be nam'd 
O Mother | how ſhall I requite your goodneſs ? 
And you, my Fellow Warriours, that cou'd weep 
For your loſt King But I invite you all. 
My Equals in the Throne as in the Grave. 
Without deſtinCtion to the Riot come, 
To the King's Banquet 
_ Chr. 1 beg your dajaldy 
Would leave me out. 
£Aex. None, none ſhall be excus'd 
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All Reyel out the day, *tis my Command ; 

Gay as the Perſian God our ſelf will ſtand, 
With a Crown'd Goblet in our lifted hand. 
Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, 

While antick Meaſures beat the burden'd ground, 
And to the vaulted Skies our Clangors ſound. 


—— 


a TI IV. SCENE. L 
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Enter Clytus in his Mecedoman Habit , Hepheſtion, 
Eumenes, Meleager, &©c. 17 Perlian Robes. 


Way, I will not wear theſe Per/72n Robes; 
Nor ought the King be angry tor the reverence 
I owe my Country, ſacred are her Cuſtoms, 

Which honeſt C/y7zs ſhall preſerve to death. 
QO let me rot in Mucedoran rags, 
Rather than ſhine in Faſhions ot the Eaſt, 
Then for the Adorations he requires, 
Roit my old Body in eternal flames, 
Or let him Cage me, like Cu/iftheres. 

Eum, Dear C/ytus be periwaded. 

Heph. You know the King 

Is God-like, full of all the richelt Vertues 
That ever Royal heart poficls'd ; ver you 

Perverſe, but to one humour will oppoſe him. 

C/yr, Call you it humour ! 'tis a pregnant one. 

By 4lars there's venom in it, burning Pride ; 
and though my lite thou'd follow, rather rhan 
Bear ſuch a hor ambition in my bowels, 

I'd rip *em up to give the poylon vent. - 

Mele. Was not that Zzpirer whom we adore 

A Man, but tor his more than humane acts, 

Advanc'd to Heaven, and worſhip'd tor its Lord ' 

Heph. By all his Thunder and and his Soveraign Power, 

Tle not believe the Earth yet ever felt 

An Arm like A/exander”s ;- not that God 

You nam'd, though riding in a Car of Fire, 

And drawn by flying Horſes wing'd with Lightning, 

Cou'd in a ſpace more 1hort do greater deeds, 

Drive all the Nations, and lay watie the World. 

Clyt. There's not a Man of War among{t you all 
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That loves the King like me; yer. Ile not flatter, * 
Nor ſfooth his Vanity, *tis blamable, | 
And when the \Vine works, C/yrirs, thoughts will ont, 
Heph. Then go rot to the Banquet. 
C!yr. 1 was calld, . ; 
My Minion, was I not, as well as you ?. 
Ple go, my Friends, in this old Habit thus, 
And laugh, and drink the King's Health heartily ; 
And while you btuſhing bow your Heads to Earth. 
And hide *em in the duſt, T'le ſtand uprighr, - 
Strait as a peat, the Pillar of my Country. 
And be by ſo much nearer to the Gods— 
But ſee, the Ring.and all the Cole appear. 


Enter Alexander, Syſigambis; Statira, Pariſatis, £7, 


Par. Spare him, O ſpare Ly/tmachus his Lite ; 
| know you will, Kings ſhou'd delight in Mercy. 

Alex. Shield me, Sratrra, ſhield me from her ſorrov; 

Par. O fave him, fave him, &re- it be too late . 

Speak the kind word, betore the gaping Lyon 

Swallow him up; let not your Souldier Periſh, 

But for one raſhneſs which deſpair did cauſe. 

[le follow thus for ever on my knees, 

And make your way ſo ſlippery with tears, * = 
You ſhall not paſs—— Siſter d&you conjure him. 

Alex. O Mother, take her, take her from me, [ Kinzels. 
Her watry eyes affault my very Soul, 
They thake my beſt reſolve 

Stat, Did I not break 
Through all for you ? nay, .now my Lord you muſt. 

Sy/: Nor wou'd I make my Son fo bold'a Prayer, 
Had'I not firſt conſulted for his Honour. 

Alcx. Honour ! what Honour ! his not Statira ſaid it ? 
Were 1 the King of the blue Firmament, 

And the bold Trans ſhov'd again make War, 
Though my refiftleis Arrows were made ready, 
By all the Gods ſhe ſhou'd arrett my hand. 
Fly then, ev'n rhou his Rival 1ſo belov'd. 
Fly with old C/yzzs, ſnatch him from the Jaws 
Of the devouring Beaſt, bring him adortrd. 
To the King's Banquet, fit tor loads of Honour. 
. [ Exeunt Heph. Eum. Par. 
Stat, O my lov'd Lord !'let me ambrace your knees, 
{ am not worthy of this mighty paſſion : 


You are too good for Goddetles themſelves : 
No Woman, nor the Sex. is wang Grain 
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Of this illuſtrious Lite of my dear Maſter. 
Why are you ſo divine to cauſe ſuch tondnels ? 
That my heart leaps, and beats, and fain wou'd out, 
To make a dance of Joy abour your Feet. 

Alex. Excellent Woman! no, *tis impoſhible 
To ſay how much I love thee—— Ha ! again! 
Such Extafies lite cannot carry long ; 
The day comes on ſo faſt, and beamy Joy 
Darts with ſuch fierceneſs on me, Night will follow. 
A pale Crown'd head flew lately glaring by me; 
With two dead hands, which threw a Chryſtal Globe 
From high, that ſhatter'd in a thouſgnd pieces. 
But I will loſe theſe boding Dreams in Wine ; 
Then warm and bluſhing tor my Queen's Embraces, 
Bear me with all my heat to thy-lov'd boſom. 


Stat. Go, my beſt love, and chear your drooping Spirits; - 


Laugh with your Friends,. and talk your Grief away, 


While in the Bower of great Semiramzs, 


I drefs your Bed with all the {ſweets of Nature, 
And crown it as the Altar of my Love; 
Where I will lay me down and ſoftly mourn, 


But never cloſe my Eyes till your return. | [ Ex. Stat. Sy{: 


Alex. Is the not more than mortal man can wiſh ! 
D:ang's Soul caſt in the fleſh of Vemes ?! 
By 7ove *tis ominous, our parting is z _ 
Her face look't pale too, as ſhe turd away : 
And when I wrung her by the Rofie Fingers, 
Methought the ſtrings of my great Heart did crak. * 
Whar ſhould it mean ? Forward, Leomedon. 


Roxana meets bim. with Caſt. Polip. Phil. and Theſl 


Why Madam gaze you thus ? 

Rox. For a laſt look, ; [- She holds bis hand.. 
And that the memory of Roxana's wrongs 
May be tor ever printed in your mind. 

Rox. O Madam, you muſt let me pals. 

Alex. 1 will. + 
But I have {worn that you ſhall hear me ſpeak., * 

And mark me well, for Fate is in my breath : 

Love on the Miſtreſs you' adore to death : 

Still hope, but I fruition will deſtroy : 

Languiih for pleaſures, you ſhall ne're enjoy. 

Still may S12/772's Image draw your fight, 

Like thoſe deluding Fires that walk at night , 

Lead you through tragrant Grots and flowrie Groves, 
And charm you through deep Graſs with ſleeping Loves:z 


That 
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That when your fancy to its height does riſe, 
The light you lov'd may vaniſh trom your eyes, 
Darkneſs, Deſpair, and Death your wandring Soul {urprize. 
Alex. Away ; lead, Mez/eager, to the Banquer. 
Rox. So unconcern'd ! O I cou'd tear my fleſh, 
Or him, or you, nay all the world to Pigces. 
Caf. Still keep this Spirit up, preſerve it ſtill, 
- Loſe not a grain, for ſuch Majeſtick Atomes - 
Firſt made the world, and mult preſerve its greatneſs. 
Rox. I know I am whatever thou cant ſay ; 
My foul is pent, and has not elboww room: ; 
'Trs fwelPd with this laſt flight, beyond all bounds : 
O that it had a ſpace might anſwer to 
[ts infinite defire, where I might ſtand 
And hurle the Sphears abour like ſportive Balls. 
Caf. We are your Slaves, admirers of your fury : 
Command Caſſander to obey your: pleaſure, 
And I will on, ſwift as my nimble Eye 
Scales Heav'n when I am agry with the Fates, 
No Age, nor Sex, nor dignity of blood, 
No tyes of Law nor Nature, not the lite 
Imperial, though guarded with the Gods, 
Shall bar Cafſander's vengeance, the ſhall ye. 
Rox. Ha ! ſhall he dye ? ſhall I conſent to kill him ? 
To ſe him claſp'd in the cold arms of death, 
Whom I with ſuch an eagemeſs have lov'd ? 
Do 1 not bear his Image in my womb ? 
Which while I meditate, and roul revenge, 
Starts in my body like a fatal pulſe, IPD 
And ſtrikes compaſſion through my bleeding bowels. 
Pol. Theſe Icruples which your love wou'd raiſe might paſs, 
Were not the Empire of the world conhder'd : 
How will the glorious Infant in your womb, 
When time ſhall teach his tongue, be bound to curſe you, 
If now you ſtrike not for Coronation ! . 
Caſe. If Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 
Nor ſhall your Child ; old Sy/igambzs head 
Will not be idle ſure deſtruQtion waits 
Both you and yours, let not your anger cool, 
But give the word ; ſay, A/exander bleeds, 
Draw dry the veins of all the Per/tan Race, 
And hurle a ruine o're the Eaſt, 'tis done. - 
Pol. Behold the Inſtuments of this great,work. 
Phil. Behold your forward Slave. 
Thef. Tle execute. *f + 
| Rox. And when this ruine is accomplih'd, where 
Shall curſt Roxara fly with this — 
. 2 
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' Where ſhall ſhe tind a refuge from the arms 

OF all the Succeflors of this great-man ? 

No barb'rous Nation will receive a guilt 

So much tranſcending theirs, but drive- me out : 

The wildeſt Beaſts will hunt me from their 'Dens, 

And Birds of Prey moleſt me, in-the Grave. 

Caf. No, you ſhall tive, pardon the infolence 
Which this Almighty Love.enforces from me, 

You ſhall live faier, nobler than before; 

In your Caſſander's arms. | | 
Rox, Diſgrac'd Roxana, whither wilt thou fall ! 

I ne're was truly wretched till this moment ; 

There's not one mark of former Majeſty, - ; 

To awe my Slave that ofters at-my Honour.” -- 

Caſ. Madam T hope you't not impute my paſſron 
To want of that reſpe& which I mult bear you ; 
Long have I Lov'd 3223 

Rox. Peace, molt audacious Villain ! 

Or I will ſtab this paſſion in thy throar.  : 

What, ſhall I leave the boſom of a Deity 

To claſp a clod, a moving piece,of Earth, 

Which a Mole hcaves ? fo tarart thou beneath me. 
Caf. Your Majeſty ſhall hear no more my tolly. 
Rox. Nor dare to meet my Eyes; for.it thou dot, 

With a Love-glance, thy plots are all unravelFd, 

And your kind thoughts of Alexander told, Y 

Whoſe life, in ſpight of alFhis wrongs to me, 

Shall be tor ever facred andruntouch'd. 

C2f. 1 know, dread Madam; that Cafſunder's lite 
Is in your hands, ſo caſt to do you ſervice. 

Rox, You thought, perhaps, becanſe I praQtis'd Charms . 
To gain the King, that I had looſe defires : na 
No, *tis my pride that gives me height of plcaſure, 
To ſee the man by all the world admir'd, 

Bow'd to my boſom, and my Captive there : 

Then my veins ſwell, and my arms grafſp.the poles, 

My breaſts grow bigger with the vaſt delight, 

Tis length of Rapture, and an age of Fury. 

Caf. By your own life, the greateſt oath I ſivear, 
Cofſander's paſſion trom this time is dumb. 

Rox. No, if I were a Wanton,- I wou'd make - 
Princes the ViQtims of my raging' fires : - 

I, like the changing Moon, wou'd have the Stars 

My followers, and mantled Kings by night 

Shou'd wait my call ; fine Shves to quench my flame. 

Who leſt in Dreams they ſhould reveal the deed ; 

Still as they came, ſucceſſively ſhow'd bleed. 


- 
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Caſ. To make attonement for the higheſt crime, 
I beg your Majetty will take the life 
Of Queen Stetzra as a Sacrifice. | 

Rox. Riſe, thou haſt made me ample expiation : 
Yes, yes, Statira, Rival thou muſt dye, * 
I know this night 1s deſtin'd for my ruine, 
And Alexander from the glorious Revels 
Flys to thy arms. ; if 

P};!. The Bowers of Sezmrramis are made 
The Scene this Night of their new kindled Loves. 

Rox. Methinks 1 ſee her yonder, O the:torment ! 
Buſie for bliſs, and full of expeQation : . 
She adorns her head, and her _—_ give new luftre , 
Languiſhes in her Glaſs, tries all her looks ; 
Steps to the Door, and liſtens for his coming ; 
Runs to the Bed, and kneels and weeps and wiſhes. 
Then lays the Pillow eafte for his head, 
Warms it with fighs, and moulds'it with her kiſſes. 
OlIamloſt, torn with Imigination ! 
Kill me, Caſſander, kill me inſtantly, 
That I may haunt her with a thouſand Devils. 

Cf. Why d&'ye ſtop to end her while you may ? 
No time 10 proper as the preſent now : 
While A/exander feaſts with all his Court, 
Give me your Eunuchs, half your'Zogdian Slaves, 
Tle do the deed, nor ſhall a Waiter /\cape, * - 
That ſerves yqur Rival, to: relate the News. 

Pol. She was committed-to Exmenes charge. 

Rox. Eumenes dyes, and all that are about her : 
Nor ſhall I need your aid, you'l love again , 
Fle head the Slaves my felt, with this. drawn Dagger, 
To carry death that's worthy of a-Queen. - 
A common Fate ne're-ruſhes trom my hand, 
'Tis more than Life to dye by my command. 
And when ſhe ſees 
That to my arm her ruine ſhe, muſt owe, 
Her thankful head will ſtraight be bended low, C 
Her heart ſhall leap half way to meet the blow. [ Ex. Rox: 

Cf. Go thy ways, Semele—— ſhe ſcorns to fin 
Beneath a God we mult be ſwift, the ruine 
We intend, who knows, ſhe may diſcover. 

Po. It muſt be ated ſuddenly, to Night, - _ 
Now at the Banquet Philip holds his Cup. 

Phil. And dares to execute propoſe his Fate. 

Cf. Obſerve in this ſmall Viol certain 'Y 
. It holds a Poyſon of ſuch deadly force, 

Shou'd Aiſculapins Grink it, in five-hours 
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(F or then it works) the God himſelf were mortal. 
drew it from Nonarrzs horrid Spring, 
A drop infus'd in Wine, will ſeal his death, 
And ſend him howling to the lowelt ſhades. 
Phi/, Wow'd it were done. 
Caf.. O we ſhall have him tear 
( Ere yet. the Moon has half her Journey rode) 
The World to Atomes! for it ſcqtrers pains 
All forts, and through all Nerves, Veins, Arteries, 
Even with extremity of -Froſt it!burns: 
Drives the diſtraed Soul about her houſe, 
Which runs to all the Pores, 'the doors of Lite, 
'Till ſhe is forc't for air to leave her-Dwelling. 
Pol. By Pluto's ſelf the work is wondrous brave, 
Caf. Now ſeperate, Philip and Theſſalus | 
Haſte to the Banquet ; at his ſecond call, 
Give him rhe fatal draught rhat crowns rhe Night, 
While Polipercon and my felt retire. , 


[ Exeunt omnes prater Caſlander. 


Yes Alexander, now thou pay'ſt me well, 
Blood for a blow is Interelt indeed : 

Methinks I am grown taller with the Murder, - 
And ſtanding ſtraight on this Majeſtick Pile; 

I hit the Clouds, and ſee-the World below me. 
Q *tis the worſt of racks to a brave Spirit . 

To be born baſe, a Vaſlal, a curſt Slave, 
Now by the proje& lab'ring in my. brain, 

"Tis nobler far to be the King of Hell, 

To head Infernal Legions, Chiets below, *' 

To let *em looſe for Earth; to call *em in, 

And take account of what dark Deeds are done, 
Than be a SubjeM:God in Heaven undleſt, 


And without Miſchief have eternat Reſt. L Exit, 


 TheScene draws, Alexander is ſeen Rantfing on a Throne, 


with all his Commanders about him, holding 
Goblets in their Hands, 


Alex. To our Immortal Health, and our fair Queen's; * 


All drink it deep, and while it flyes abour, 
Alars and Be!lMhz joyn to make us Muſick. 
A hundred Bulls be offer'd to the Sn, 

White as his Bzams Speak the big voice of War, 
Beat all our Drums, aid iow our Silver Trumpets, 


Till we provoke the Gods to att our pleaſure 


Enter Hepheſtion, Clytus, /eading in Lyſimachus in his 


Shirt bloody, Perdiccas, Guard. 


Cyr. Long live the King, and Conqueſt crown his arms 


With Laurels ever green ; Fortune's his Slave, 
And kiſs all that tight upon his fide. 


Alex. Did not I give command you ſhou'd preſerve 


Lyſtmachus ? 
Heph. You did. : 
Alex. What then portend thoſe bloody marks ? 
Hepb. Your mercy. flew too late ; Perdiccas had, 
According to the dreadful Charge you gave, 
Already plac'd the Prince in a lone Court, 
Unarm'd, all but his hands, on which he wore 
A pare of Gauntlets ; Tach was his defire, 
To ſhew in death the difference betwixt 
The blood of the Afacrdes, and common men. 
Clyt. At laſt the Door of an old Lyon's Den 
Being drawn up, the horrid Beaſt appear'd: 
The flames which from his Eyes ſhot glooming red, 
Made the Sun ſtart, as the ſpeCtators thought, 
And round 'em caſt a day of blood and death. 
Heph. When we arriv'd, juft as the valiant Prince 
Cry'd out, O Pariſatis, take my Lite, 
"Tis for thy ſake I go undaunted thus 
To be devoured by this moſt dreadful Creature. 


Ciyt. Then walking forward, the large Beaſt deſcry'd 


His prey, and with a roar that made us pale, 

Flew fiercely on him ; but the ore Prince 
Starting aſide, avoided his firſt ſhock, 

With a ſlight hurt, and as the Lyon turn'd, 

Thruſt Gauntlet, Arm and all,. into his throat, 

. And with Herculian force tore. forth by th'roots 
The foaming bloody tongue and while the Savage, 
Faint with that loſs, ſunk to the bluſhing Earth 


To plough it with his teeth, your conqu'ring Souldier | 


Leap'd on his back, and daſh'd his skull.to pieces. 
Alex. By all the Laurels *rwas a God-like aQt, 

And *tis my Gloty, as it-ſhall be thine, 

That Alexander cowd not pardon thee. 

O my brave Souldier? think not all the Prayers 

. Of the lamenting Queens cou'd move my Soul 
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In bowls of Netar and replying Thunder. [ Sound while they drink, 


Like what thou haſt perform'd : grow to my breaſt, {Embraces him; 


Ly/. However Love did hurry my wild arm, 


Whea . 
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When I was cool my fev'riſh blood did bate, : 
And as I went to death I bleſt the King. 

Alex. Lyſimachus, we both have been tranſported, 
But from this hour be certain of my heart : 
A Lyon be the Imprels of thy Shield, 
And that golden Armour we: from Porcus won 
The King preſents thee ; but retire to Bed, * 
Thy toils ask reft. | 
L3/. T have ne wounds to hinder 

Of any moment ; or it 1 had, though mortal, 
Pd ſtand to Alexander's health, *rill all 

My Veins were dry, and fi} *em up again | 
With that Rich Blood which makes the, Gods Immortal. 

Alex. Hepheſtion; thy hand embrace him clole ; 
Though next my heart you hang the Jewel there, 
For ſcarce I know whether my Queen be nearer, 
'Thou ſhalt not rob me of my Glory, Youth, , 

That muſt to Ages flouriſh Purifatis _ © 
Shall now be his that ſerves me beſt in War. 
Neither reply, but mark the Charge'l give, 
And live as * - Sr og Sound, Sound my Armies Honour, | 
Health to their Bodies, and Eternal Fame | 
Wait on their Memory, when thole are aſhes , 
Live all you muſt, *tis a God gives you Lite. { Sound. 


[ Lyſimachus offers Clyrus a Perſian Robe, and be refufes a, | 


Clyrt. O Vanity ! 
Alex. Ha! what ſays Clytus ? 
Who am I > 
Cyr. The Son of Good King Ph:/:p. 
Alex, No, 'tis falſe, — 
By all my Kindred in the Skies 
Fove made my Mother preguant. 
Cyr, I ha' done. 


Here follows an Entertainment of Indian Singers and 
Darcers : The Muſick Hlouriſhes. 


. Alex. Hold, hold, Cyrus, take the Robe. 
Cyr. Sir, the Wine, 
Th Weather's hot ; beſides you know my humour. 
Hlex. O *tis not well, Fd burn rather than be 
So ſingular and froward. 
Tyr. So wou'd I, 
Burn, hang, or drown ; but in a better Cauſe, 
Ple drink or fight for Sacred Majeſty, | 


With 
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With any here Fill me another Bow! ; 
Will you excuſe me ? 
Alex. You will be excus'd ; 
But let him have his humour, he is old. 
Cyr. So was your Father, Sir—— This to his memory. 
Sound all the Trumpets there. 
Alex. They thall nor found 
Till rhe King drinks by Mars I cannot take 
A moments reſt for all my years of Blood, 
But one or other will oppole my pleaſure. 
Sure I was form'd tor War, eternal War ; 
All, all are A/exande7”s Enemies ; 
Which I cou'd tame yes, the Rebellious world 
Shou'd teel my wrath—— But let the ſports go on. 


The Indians Dorce. 


Ly/. Nay Clytzus, you that cou'd adviſe 
A/ex. Forbear ; 
Let him perhilt, be poſitive, and proud, 
Sullen and dazlI'd,- amongſt the nobler Souls, 
Like an Infernal Spirit that had itole 
From Hell, and mingled with the laughing Gods. 
yt, When Gods grow hot, where's the difference 
Twixt them and Devils?--------fill meGreek Wine, yet fuller. 
For I want Spirits. 
Alex, Ha ! let me hear a Song. 
C/yt. Muſick tor Boys Cytus wou'd hear the groans 
Ot dying perſons, and the Horles neighings ; 
Or it 1 mult be tortur'd with ſhrill voices, 
Give me the Cryes of Matrons in fack'd Towns. 
Heph. Ly/umachus, the King looks fad, let us awake him : 
health to the Son of Fupiter Ammon 
F\y'ry man take his Goblet in his hand, 
Knee! all, and kiſs the Earth with adoration. 
A/ex. Sound, found, thar all the Univerſe may hear. 
That I cou'd ſpeak like: Fove, to tell abroad 
The kindnets of my People Riſe, O riſe. 
My hands, my arms. my heart 15 ever yours, 


i Comes from hrs Throne, all kiſs his hand, j 


C7, | did not Kits the Earth, nor muſt your hand, 
[ am unworthy, Sir. 7 
Alex. 1 know thou art. 
Thou envieſt my great Honour Sit, my Fiiencs. 
Nay, | muſt have room Now let us ralk 
Ot War, for what more ts a Souldier's Mourh ? 


(1 
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And ſpeak, ſpeak freely, or ye do; not love me, 
Who think you was the bravelt General 
. That ever led an Army to the Field ? 
Heph., I think the Sun himſelf ne're ſaw a Chiet 
So truly great, 1o fortunarely brave, 
As Alexander ; not the tfam'd A/crdes, 
Nor fierce Ach://es, who did twice deltroy, 
With their all-conquering Arms, the tamous Troy. 
Ly/. Such was not Cyrus. 
Alex. O you flatter me. , 
Clyr. They do indeed, and yet you love 'em for it, 
But hate old Clyrzs, tor his hardy Virtue. 
Come, ſhall I ſpeak a man more brave than you, 
A better General, and more expert Souldier ? 
Alex. I ſhou'd be glad to learn, inſtruQt me, Sir. 
C?yt. Your Father Ph/ip [ have ſeen him March, 
And fought beneath his dreadtul Banner, where 
The ſtouteſt at the Table wou!d ha* trembPd. 
Nay frown not, Sir, you cannot look me dead. 
When Greeks joyn'd Greeks, then was the tug of War, 
The labour'd Battle ſweat, and Conquelt bled. 
Why ſhould I tear to ſpeak a truth more noble, 
Then ere your Father Zupitcr Ammon told you ; 
Phi/ip fought men, but A/exander women. 
Alex, Spite! by the Gods, proud ſpite ! and burning envy ! 
is then my Glory come to this at laſt, 
To vanquith women ? Nay he faid the ſtouteſt here 
Wou'd tremble at the dangers he has ſeen. 
{n all the ficknelſes and wounds I bore, 
When trom my reins the Javelin head was cut, 
. Lyfimachus, Hepheftion, ſpeak, Perd:ccas, 
Did I tremble ? O the curſed Lyar ! 
Did I once ſhake or groan? or bear niy ſelf 
Beneath my Majeſty, my dauntlefs courage ? 
Heph. Wine has tranfported him. 
Aex.' No, *tis plain meer malice : 
{ was a woman too at Oxydraece, 
When planting at the walls a Scaling Ladder, 
{ mounted ſpire of thowers of Stones, Bars, Arrows, 
And all rhe lumber which they thunder'd down. 
When you beneath cry'd out, and {pred your arms, 
Thar I ihou'd leap amonglit you, did I fo ? 
iLy/. Turn the diſcourſe, my Lord, the old man rav'd. 
Alex, Was T woman, when like Mercury 
{ )-tt the walls to fiy amonett my Foes? 
And like 2 baited Lyon, dy'd my felt 
All over with the bloud of” thoſe bold Hunters : 


ALEXANDER the Great. 


*Till ſpent with toil, I battel'd on my knees, 

Pluck'd torth the Darts that made my ſhield a Foreft, 

And hurl'd *em back with moſt unconquer'd fury. 
Cyr. "Twas all Bravado, tor betore you leapr, 

You ſaw that I had burſt the pates in ſunder. 

Alex. Did I then turn me like a Coward round 

To ſeek for ſuccour ? Age cannot be {© baſe, 
That thou wert young again, I wou'd put off 
My Majeſty to be more terrible, 

That like an Eagle 1 might ttrike this Hare 
Trembling to Earth : ſhake thee to duſt, 2nd rear 
Thy heart tor this bold Lye, thou teeble dorard. 

Cyr. What, do you peltmelikea Boy with Apples?J He toſſes Fruvt a! 
Kill me, and bury the diſgrace 1 tee. him as they riſe. 
{ know the reaſon that you uſe me fo, 

Becauſe I ſav'd your lite at &ranmcas, 

And when your back was turn'd, -oppos'd my breaſt 
To bold Rheſaces Sword , you hate me fort, 

You do, proud Prince. 

Alex. Away, your breath's too hot. [ Elings him from Þ:»1, 

C/yr. You hate the BenetaQtor, though you took 
The Gift, your lite, from this diſhonour'd Crs, 

Which is the blackeſt, worſt ingratif@de. 
Alex. Go, leave the Banquet : thus far I forgive thee. 
Cyr. Forgive your felt tor all your Blaſphemies, 
The riots of a moſt debauch'd, and blotted Life, 
Pi1lotas murder 

Alex, Ha! what faid the Traytor ? 

iy. Eumenes, let us force him hence, 

Cyr. Away. 

Heph. You ſhall not tarry : 

Drag him to the door. 
Clyr. No, let him ſend me, it | muſt be gone, 
To Philip, Attalus, Caliſthenes, 
To great Parmento, and to his flaughter'd Sons ; 
Parmenio, who did many brave exploits 
Without the King==— the King without him nothing, 

Alcx. Give me a Javelin. f Takes one from the Guards, 

Heph. Hold, Sir. 

A/ox, OR, Sirrah, leſt | 
At once I ſtrike it through his heart and thine. 

I.y/. O ſacred Sir, have but a moments patience. 

Alex. Preach yy to another Lyon—— what. 

Hold my arms ? 1 ſhall be murder'd here, 
Like poor Darius, by my own barb'rous SubjeQs, 
Perdiccas, found my Trumpets to the Camp, 
Call my Souldiers to the Cour ; nay ale n 
$ [2 OZ 
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For there is a Treaſon plotting *gainſt my lite, 
And I ſhall periſh e're they come to reſcue. 


/ , Slet's all dye, ere think ſo dam a deed. | Knee!. 


Alex. Where is the Traytor ? 
C/yt. Sure there's none about you 3 
But here ſtands honeſt C/y7zs, whom the King 
Invited to his Banquet. x 
Alex. Be gone and fup with Ph/rp, . Strikes him 
Parmenio, Attalus, Califthenes , through, 
And let bold SubjeQs learn by thy ſad Fate, 
To tempt the parience of a man above em. 
Cyr. The rage of Wine is drown'd in guthing blood ; 
O Alexander, 1 have been to blame, 
Hate me not atter death, for I repent 
That fo 1 urg'd your nobleſt, ſiveetett Nature. 
A/cx. Whar's this I hear? ſay on my dying Souldier. 
Cyr. I ſhouw'd ha' KilFd my felt, had I but liv'd 
To be once ſober Now I tall with honour, 
My own hand wou'd ha” brought foul death ; O pardon. { Dves, 
Alex. Then I am loſt. what has my Vengeaice done ? 
Who is it thou halt ſlain ? C/yzzug; what was he ? 
Thy faithful Subject, worthielt Counſellor, 
Who tor ſaving of thy Lite, when 
Thou toughr'{t bare-headed at the River Granke, 
Has now a noble Recompence ; for ſpeaking rafhly ; 
For a Forgetfulnets which Wine did work. 
The poor, the honeſt Clyrzzs thou haſt ſlain ? 
Are theſe the Laws of Hoſpitality ? 
Thy Friends will ſhun thee now, and ſtand at diſtance. | 
Nor dare to ſpeak their minds, not eat with thee. { 
Nor drink, leſt by thy madneſs they dye too. 
Heph. Guards, take the body hence. 
Alex. None dare to touch him, 
For we mult never part : Cruel Hepheſtion, 
And Ly/imachus, that had the power, 
Yet wow'd not hold me. 
Ly/. Dear Sir, we did. 
Alex. I know it ; 
Ye held me like a Beaſt, to let me go 
With greater Violence O you have undone me! 
Excuſe it not, you that cou'd top a Lion, 
Cou'd not turn me z, you fhou'd have drawn your Swords, 
And barr'd my rage with their advancing Points ; 
Made Reaſon glitter in my dazl'd Eyes, 
Till had ſeen what Ruine did attend mc : 
That had been noble, that had ſhew'd a Friend. 
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Clytus wou'd ſo have done to fave your Lives. 
Ly/. When men ſhall hear how highly you were urg'd----- 
Alex. No, you have ler me tain my rifing Vertue, 
Which elſe hal ended brighter than the Sw : 
Death, Hell, and Furies! you have ſunk my Glory : 
Q I am all a blot, whiclt Seas of Tears, 
And my Heart's Blood, can never waſh away ; 
Yet *tis but Juſt I try, and on the Point, 
Still reaking, hurl my black polluted brealt. 
Heph. Ol ſacred Sir, this mult not be. 
E:um, Forgive my pious hands. 
Ly/. And mine, that dare diſarm my Maſter. 
Alex. Yes cruel men, ye now can ſhew your ſtrength, 
Here's not a Slave but dares oppoſe my Jultice ; 
Yet I will render all endeavours vain 
That tend to Save my Lite here I will lye | Falls, 
Cloſe to his bleeding fide, thus kifſing him, 
Theſe pale dead lips that have fo oft advigd me, 
Thus bathing o're his Reverend Face in Tears, 
Thus claſping his cold Body in my Arms, 
'Till Death, like him, has made me tit and horrid. 
Heph. What ſhall we do ? 
Lyf. 1 know not, my wounds bleed afreſh 
With ſtriving with him, Perdiccas, lend's your Arm. Ex. Per, 
Heph. Call Ar:Rander hither, Ly/. 
Or Meleager, let's torce him trom the Body. 


Cres without, Arm, Arm, Treaſon, Treaſon, 
Enter Perdiccas bloody 


Perd. Haſte, all take Arms ; Hepheſtion, where's the King 3 
Hepb. There by old C!yrus de, whom he has flain. 
Perd. Then miſery on meſery will fall, 
Like rowling billows to advance the ſtorm. 
Riſe, ſacred Sir, 2nd haſte to aid the Queen, 
Roxana fIV'd with furious Jealouſfie, 
Came with a Guard of Zoegdian Slaves unmark'd, 
And broke upon me with fuch ſudden rage, 
That all are periſh'd who refiltance made : 
[ only with theſe wounds through claſhing Spears 
Have forc'd my way, to give you timely notice. 
Alex. What fays Perdiccas £ Is the Queen in danger? 
Perd. She dyes unleſs you turn her Fate, and quickly ; 
Your dittance trom the Palace asks more ſpeed, 
And the aſcenr to th* flying Grove is high. 
Alex. Thus trom the Grave I riſe to fave my Love, 
All draw your Swords, with wings. of Lightning move, . i 
q 
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When I ruſh on, ſere none will dare to ſtay, 
Tis Beauty calls, and Glory ſhews the way. [ Exeunt. 


ACT V. SCENE 1. 


cp ns 


Statira zs d/rover'd Neeping in the Bower of Semiramis. The Spirits of 
2ucen Statira her Mother, and Darius, appear ſtanding on each je 
of her, with Daggers, threatnmyg ber. 


They Sing. 


Dar. F $ Innocence ſo void of cares, 
That it can undiſturbed ſleep, 

Amidſt the noiſe of borrid Wars, 
That make Immortal Spirits weep ? 

Stat. No boding Crows, nor Ravens come, 
To warn ber of approaching doom ? 

Dar. She walks, as ſhe dreams, in a Garden of flow2re, 
And ber hands are employ'd in the beautiful Bowers : 
She dreams of the man that is far from ihe Grove, 
And all ber joft Fancy ftill runs on ber Love. 

Stat. She nods o're the Brooks that run purling along, 
And the Nightingates lull ber more faſt with a Song. 

Dar. But ſee the fad end which'the Gods have decreed. 

Stat. This Ponyard's thy Fate. 

Dar. Ay Dawghter muſt bleed. 

Chor, Awake 1hen, Statira, areakte, for alas yoir muſt dye : 
E*re an hour be paſt, you muſt breath out your laſt, 

Dar. And be juch another as I. 

Stat. As I. 

« bor, And be fuch another as 1, 


Statira ola, 


' Stat. Bleſs me ye Pow'rs above, and guard my Virtue! 
I ſaw, nor was't a Dream, I faw and heard 
My Royal Parents, there 1 faw *em ſtand ; 
My eyes beheld their Precious Images : 
[ heard their Heav'nly voices ; where, O where 
Fled you ſo faſt, Dear ſhades, from my embraces ? 
You told me thisx—— This hour ſhould be my laſt, 
And I muſt bleed—— Away, 'tis all Deluſion! | 
0 


/ 


*M\ 


' And therefore fearle 
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Do not I wait for A/exander's coming ? 

None but my Loving Lord can Enter here ; 

And will he kill me ?——— hence, Phantaſtick ſhadows | 
And vet methinks he ſhould not ſtay thus long ! 

Why do I tremble thus ? it I burftir, 

The motion of my Robes makes my heart leap. 

When will the dear man come, that all my doubts 

May vaniſh in his breaſt? that P may hold him 

Faſt as my tears can make me, hug him cloſe 

As my fond ſoul can with, give all my breath 

In ſighs, and kiſſes, ſwoun, dye away with Rapture! 
But hark I hear him [ Norſe within. 
Fain I would hide my bluſhes, 

[ hear his tread, but dare not go to meet him. 


Enter Roxana with Slaves, and a Dagger. 


Rox. Ar length we have conquer'd this ſtupendious height, 
Theſe fiying Groves, whoſe wonderful aſcent 
Leads to the Clouds. 

Stat. Then all the Vihon's true, [ Retires, 
And I mutt dye, loſe my dear Lord for ever : 


That, that's the murderer. 


Rox. Shut the Brazen Gate, 
And make it faſt with all the mafhe Bars : 
[ know the King will fly to her reliet;, 
But we have time enough where is my Rival ? 
Appear S72t1ra, now no more a Queen, 
Roxana calls, where is your Majelty ? 
$:2r. And what is ſhe who with ſuch Tow'ring pride. 
Wou'd awe a Princeſs that is born above above her ? 
Rox. I like the Port Imperial Beauty bears, 
It ſhews thou haſt a Spirit fit to fall 
A Sacrifice to fierce Roxany's wrongs. 
Be ſudden then, pur forth theſe Royal Breaſts, 
Where our falſe Maſter has fo often languiſh'd, 
That I may change their milky innocence 
To Blood, and dye me in a deep revenge. 
Stat, No bart*zous woman ! though I durſt meet death 
As boldy as our Lord, with a reſolve 
At which thy Coward heart wou'd tremble : 
Yet Idifdain to Bn. Fate you offer, 


Z t thy dreadful thieats, 
Walk thus reguardleſs by thee. 

Rox, Ha 1 10 ſtately ! 
This ſure will fink you. 

S1ut, No, Roxana. no; 


- 


The 
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The blow you give will ſtrike me to the Stars, 
Bur fink my murdreſs in Eternal ruine. 

Rox. Who told you this ? 

Stat. A thouſand Spirits tell me : 
| There's not a God but whiſpers in my ear, 

This death will crown me with Immortal Glory ; 
To dye to fair, ſo innocent, ſo young, 
Will make me Company tor Queens above. 
Rox, Preach on. 
Stat, While you the burden of the Earth, 
Fall to the Deep ſo heavy with thy Guilr, 
That Hell ir felt muſt groan ar thy reception ;; 
While touleſt Fiends ſhun thy Society, 
And thou ſhalt walk alone, forſaken Fury. 

Rox. Heaven witneſs tor me, 1 wou'd ſpare thy Lite, 
It any thing but A/cxander's Love 
Were in debate ; come give me back his heart, 
And thou fhalt live Empreſs of the World. 

$:a1. The World is leſs than alexander's Love, 
Yet cou'd I give it, *tis not in my power : 

This I dare promile it you ſpare my Lite, 
Which I diſdain to beg, he thall ſpeak kindly. 
Rox. Speak ! is thar all ? 
Stat. Perhaps at my requeſt, 
And tor a Gitt ſo noble as my Lite, 
Beſtow a Kils. 

Rox. A Xits ! no more ? 

Stat. O Gods |! 

What ſhall I fay to work her to my End ? 
Fain I would ice him Yes, a little more, 
Embrace you, and for ever be your Friend. 

Rox. Oh the provoking word ! Your Friend ! thou dv'ſ|t : 
Your Friend ! Whar, mutt I brins you then together 7 
Adore your Bed, and ſce you foitiy laid ? 

By all my Pangs, and labours of mv Love, 
This has thrown oft all thac was {weer and gentle; 
Thereftore——— 
Stat, Yet hold thy hand advanc'd in air, 
I ſee my death is written in thy Eyes, 
Therefore wreak all thy Luſt of Vengeance on me. 
Wafh in my Blood, and ſteep thee in my gore ; 
Feed like a Vulture. rear my bleeding heart. 
But O Roxana ! that there may appear 
A Glimpſe of Juſtice for thy Cruelty, 
A grain of Govudneſs for a maſs of Evil, 


are you io cunning ? 


What 


ALEXANDER the Great. 


What, you wou'd have him mourn you as you fall? 
Take your Farewel, and taſt ſuch healing Kiſſes 

As might call back your Soul ? No, thou ſhalt fall 
Now, and when death has ſeiz*d'thy beautious Limbs, 
PII have thy Body thrown into a Well, 

Buried beneath a heap of Stones for ever, 


Entey a Slave, 


Slave. Madam, the King with all his Captains and his Guards 
Are forcing ope the Doors, he threatens thouſand Deaths 
To all that ſtop his entrance, and I believe 
Your Eunuchs will obey him, 
Rox. Then I muſt haſte, [Stabs her, 
Stat, What is the King ſo near ? 
And ſhall I dye fo tamely, thus defenceleſs ? 
O ye good Gods ! will you not help my weakneſs ? 
Rox. They are far off. [Stabbing her. 
Stat, Alas ! they are indeed. 


Enter Alexander, Caſſander, Polyperchon, 
Guards and Attendants. 


Alex. Oh Harpy ! thou ſhalt reign the Queen of Devils. 
Rox. Do, ſtrike, behold my boſom ſwells to meet thee ; 

'Tis full of thine, of Veins that run ambition, 

And I can brave whatever Fate you bring, 

Alex. Call our Phyſicians, haſte, Ple give an Empire . 

To fave her : m——Oh my Soul, alas Statira ! 

Theſe wounds, ——— Oh Gods, are theſe my promig'd joys! 
Stat, My cruel Love, my weeping Alexander, 1] Entey 
Wou'd I had dy'd before you entred here, Phyſicians, 

For now I ask my Heart a hundred Queſtions ; 

What muſt I loſe my life, my Lord, for ever ? 

Alex, Ha ! Villains, are they mortal ?—— what retire! 

Raiſe your daſl'd Spirits from the Earth, and ſay, 

Say ſhe ſhall live, and I will make you Kings. 

Give me this one, this poor, this only Life, 

And 1 will pardon you for all the Wounds 

Which your Arts widen, all Diſeaſes, Deaths, 

Which your damn'd Drugs throw through the lingring World. 
Rox, Rend not your tempet, ſee a general ſilence 

Confirms the bloody pleaſure which I ſought ; 

She dyes, 
Alex, And dar*lt thou Monſter, think to eſcape ? 
Stat. My Life is on the wing, my Love, my Lord, 

Come to my Arms, aad take the laſt adiev. 

; H 
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Here let me lie and languiſh out my Soul, 
Alex. Anſwer me, Father, wilt thou take her from me ? 
What, is the black, "ad hour at laſt arriv'd, 
That 1 muſt never claſp her Body more ? 
Never more bask in her Eyes ſhine again, 
Nor view the Lo _ that. play'd in thoſe dear Beams, 
And ſhot me with a thouſand-thouſand ſmiles. 
Stat, Farewel, my Dear, my Life, my moſt lov'd Lord, 
{ ſwear by Oroſrad: 's *1s more pleaſure, 
More ſatisfattion that I thus dye yours, 
Than to have liv'd another's : == Grant me one thing, 
Alex. All, all ;>—but ſpeak, that I may execute 
Before I follow thee. 
Stat, Leave not the Earth 
Before Heaven.calls you : Spare Roxana's Lite, 
' 'was love of you that caus*d her give me death, 
And, O ſometimes amid{t your Revels think 
Of your poor Queen, and ere the chearful Bowl 
Salutg your lips, crown it with one rich tear, | 
And I am happy. [[Dyes, 
Alex. Clole not thy Eyes ; : 
Things of lmport I have to ſpeak before 
Thou tak'*ſt thy Journey :——Tell the Gods, Pm coming 
To give ?em an account of Lite and Death, 
And many other hundred thouſand Policies, 
That much concern the Government of Heaven, — 
O ſhe is gone ! the talking Soul is mute / 
She's huſh'd, no voice, no Mulick now is heard ! 
The Bower of Beauty is more {till tham- Death 3; 
The Roſes fade, and the melodious Bird 
That wakd their Tweets, has left Pem now for ever. 
Rox, *T'is certain now you never ſhall enjoy her ; 
Therefore Roxana may have leave to hope 
You will at laſt be kind for all my Sufferings, 
My torments, racks, for this laſt dreadful Murder, 
Which furious Love of thee did bring upon me, 
Alex.. O thou vile Creature ! bear thee from my ſight, 
And thank Statira that thou art alive: 
Elſe thou hadſt periſmd ; yes, I wow'd ha” rent 
With my juſt hands that Rock, that Marble Heart - 
t wou'd have div*d through Seas of Blood to find it, 
To tear the cruel Quarry from its Center, 
Kox, O take me to your Arms, and hide my bluſhes, 
{ 1ove you, ſpight of all your Cruelties : p 
There is ſo much Divinity about you, 
I tremble to approach ; yet here's my hold, 
* Nor will I leaye the ſacred Robe, for ſuch 


ALEXANDER the Great. 
[s every thing that touches that bleſt Body : 
PII kiſs it as the Relique of a God, bj 1 
And Love ſhall graſp it with theſe dying hands. 
Alex. O that thou wert a man, that 1 might drive 
Thee round the World, and ſcatter thy Contagion, 
As Gods hurl Mortal Plagues when they are angry. 
Rox. Do, drive me, hew me into ſmalleſt pieces, 
My duſt ſha!! be inſpir'd with a new fondneſs 3 
Still the Love mores ſhall play'before your Eyes, 
Where Cre you go, however you deſpiſe, 
Aiex. Away, there's not a glance t:iat flies from thee, 
But, like a Baſilisk, comes wing'd ih deith. . 
Rox. O ſpeak not ſuch harſh words, my Royal Maſter, 
Look not ſo dreadful on your kneeling Servant 5 
But take, dear Sir, O take me into Grace, 
By the dear Babe, the burden of my Womb, 
That weighs me down, when I wouv'd follow faſter. 
My knees are weary, and my force is ſpent : 
O do not frown, but clear that angry brow ! 
Your eycs will blaſt me, and your words are bolts 
That ſtrike me dead ; the little wretch I bear, 
Leaps, frighted at your wrath, and dies within me. 
Alex; © thou haſt touch'd my Soul fo tenderly, 
That 1 will raiſe thee, though thy hands are ruine, * 
Riſe, crue] woman, riſe, and have a care, 
O do not hurt that unborn Innocence, 
For whoſe dear ſake I now forgive thee all, 
But haſte, be gone, fly, fly from theſe ſad eyes, 
Fly with thy Pardon, leaſt I call it back | 
Though I forgive thee, I muſt hate thee ever: 
Rox, 1 go, 1 ily for evgr from thy ſight. 
My mortal Injuries have turn'd my mind, 
And I cov'd curſe my ſelf for being kind. 
If there be any Majeſty above, 
That has Revenge in ſtore for perjur*d Love, 
Send Heaven the ſwifteſt ruine on his head, 
Strike the Deſtroyer, lay the Victor dead ; 
Kill che Triumpher, and avenge my wrong, 
In h-izht of Pomp, while he is warm and young, © 
Bol*e1 with Thunder let him ruſh along. I 
And when in the laſt pangs of Life he lies, 
Grant | may ſtand to dart him with my eyes ; 
Nay, after death 
Purſue his ſpotted Ghoz and ſhoot him as he flies. [Exit 
Alex O my fair Star / I ſhall be ſhortly with thee ; 
For I already feel the ſad effets | 
Of thoſe molt fatal Imprecations: 
H 2 What 
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W hat means this deadly dew upon my Forehe ad ? 
My heart too heaves. 


Caſ. It will anon be ſtill——- | F 4Gde. 
The Poyſon works. 
Pol. Ple ſee the wiſh'd effet C Aſide. 


E're | remove, and gorge me with Revenge. 
Enter -Perdiccas and Lyſimachus. 


Perd. | beg your Majeſty wilt pardon me, 
A fatal Meſſenger ; % 
Great Sy/1gambis, hearing Statira's death, 
Is now no more. 
Her laſt words gave the Princeſs to the brave 
Lyſimachus \, but that which moſt will ſtrike you, 
Your dear Hepheſtion, having drank too largely 
At your laſt Feaſt, is of a Surfeit dead. 
Alex. How dead ! Hepheſtion, dead ! alas the dear 
Unhappy Youth! ._— — But he {leeps happy, 
I muſt wake for ever : =——This Qbjxt, this, 
This face of fatal Beauty, _ 
Will ſtretch my Lids with vaſt, eternal tears, ——- 
Who had tire Care of poor Hepheſtions Lite ? 
Lyſ. Philarda, the Arrabian Arcilt. 
. Alex. Fly Meleager, hang him on a Croſs : 
That for Hephcſtion. ———— 
But here lies my Fate; Hepheſtion, Clytus, 
All my Victories for ever folded up : 
In this dear Body my Banner's loſt, 
My Standard's Triumph's gone ! 
O when ſhall 1 be mad ? Give order to 
The Army that they break their Shields, Swords, Spears, 
Pound their bright Armour'into duſt away ; 
Is there not cauſe to put the World 1a mourning ? 
Tear all your Robes : —he dies that is not naked 
Down to the walt, all like the Sons of Sorrow. 
Burn all the Spires that ſeem ro kiſs the Skie ; 
Beat down the Battlements of every City : 
And for the Monument of this 1ov*d Creature, 
Root up thoſe Bowers, and pave *em all with Gold : 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor 
'o build her Tomb, no Shrines nor Altars ſpare, 
Buc ſtrip the ſhining Gods ro make it rare. [Exit 
Caſ. Ha ! whither now ? follow him, Poliperchon. [Ex Pol. 
I find Caſſandey*s Plot grows full of Death ; 
Murder 1s playing her great Maſter-piece, 
And the ſaid Siſters ſweat, fo faſt I urge *em. 


A LEXANDER the Great 


O how I hug my ſelf for this Revenge ! 

My fancy's great in Miſchief ; for methinks 

The Night grows darker, and the lab'ring Ghoſts, 
For fear that I ſhould find new torments out, 
| Run o're the old with moſt prodigious ſwiftneſs. 

| ſee the fatal Fruit betwixt the Teeth, 

The Sieve brim-full, and the ſwift ſtone ſand Nill. 


Enter Polyperchon. 


What, does it work? 
Pol. Speak ſoftly, 
Caſ. Well, 
Pl. It does ; 
I follow'd him, and ſaw him ſwiftly walk 
Toward the Palace ; oft-times looking back, 
ith watry Eyes, and calling out, Statira. 

e ſtumbl'd at the Gate, and fell along ; 
Nor was he rais'd with eaſe by his Attendants, 
But ſeem'd a greater load than ordinary, 

As much more as the Dead out-weigh the Living, 

Caſ. Said he nothing ? 

Pol, When they took him up, 

He ſigh'd, and entred with a ſtrange wild look, 
Embrac'd the Princes round, and ſaid he muſt 
Diſpatch the buſineſs of the World in haſte, 


Entey Philip and Thefſalus. 


Phil. Back, Back, all ſcatter : —-with a dreafdul ſont 
I hear*d him cry, 1 am but a dead man. 
Theſ. The poyſon tears him with that hight of horror, 
That I could pity him, 
Pol, Peace ; —— where ſhall we meet ? 
Caf. In Saturr's Field. 
Methinks I ſee the frighted Deities, 
Ramming more bolts in their big-belly'd Clouds, 
And firing all the Heavens to drown his noiſe. 
Now we ſhould laugh, —- But go diſperſe your ſelves, 
While each Soul here, that fills his noble Veſle], 
Swells with the murder, works with ruine ore: 
And from the dreadful deed this Glory draws, 
We killd the greateſt man that ever was, 


The Scene draws, Enter Alexander and all bis Attendants. 


Alex, Search there, nay probe me, ſearch my wounded reins; 


Pal}, draw it out, 
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Lyſ. We have ſearFd, but find no hurt. 
Alex. O I am ſhot, a forked burning Arrow 

Sticks croſs my ſhoulders, the ſad Venom flies 6 

Like Lightning through my Fleſh, my Blood, my Marrow. 

Lyſ. This muſt be Treaſon. 
Perd, Wowd I cou'd but gueſs. 
Alex. Ha ! what a change of torments I endure? 

A bolt of Ice runs h'zzing through my bowels. 

'T'is ſure the Arm of Death, give me a Chair ; 

Cover me, for I freeze, my teeth chatter, 

And my knees knock together, 

Perd. Heaven bleſs the King ! 
Alex. Ha! who talks of Heaven ? 

I am ail Hell, I burn, I Durn again. 

The War grows wondrot# hot, hey for the Tygris 

Bezr me, Bucepoalns, amongſt the billows : 

O *Lis a noble Beaſt ! 1 wewd not change him 

For the beſt Horſe the Sun has in his Stable : 

For they are hot, their Mangers fuil of coals, 

Their Mains are flakes of Lightning, curls of Fire, 

And their red tayis like Meteors whisk abunt. 

Lyſ. Help ail, Fumenes, &lelp, I cannot hold him. 
Aiex, Ha, ha, lia, I ſnail dye with laughter, 

Parmenio, Clytus, doſt thou fee yon Fellow ? 

"That ragged Souldicr, that poor tatter'd Greek ? 

Sce how he puts to flight. the gaudy Per/rans, 

With nothing but a ruſty Helmet on, through which 

The grizly briſtles of iis puſhing beard 

Drive *&m like Pik2s, =—— Ha, ha, ha. 
Pcrd, How wild he talks ? 

L.yſ. Yet warring in his wildneſs, 
Alex, Sound, Sound, keep your Ranks cloſe, ay now they come : 

O the brave din, the noble.clank of Arms! 

Charge, charge apace, and let the Phalanx move, 

Darius come,-——ha let me in, none Care 

To croſs my tury ;-—Prilotas is unhorgd ;——Ay, Nis Dari: 

{ fee, I know him by the ſparkling Plumes, 

And iis Gold Chartot drawn by ten white Horſes : 

But like a Tempell thvs I pour upon him. — 

He bleeds, with that laſt blow I brought him down ; 

He tumbles, take him, ſnatch the Imperial Crown, .—— 

They fiy, they fly, follow, follow,—/i@oria, Vidoria, 

Ficorita, O let me ſleep. 

Perd, Levs raiſe him ſcttly, and bear him to his Bed, 

Aicx, Hold, the leaſt motion gives me ſudden death ; 
My vid Spirits are quite parcl'd, burnt vp, 
And all my ſmoaky Entrails turn'd to Aſhes, 


3 Or, 


: 
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Lyſ. When you the brighteſt Star that ever ſhone * 
Shall ſet, it muſt be Night with us for ever: 
Alex. Let me embrace you all before I die : 
Weep not, my dear Companions, the good Gods 
Shall ſend you in my ſtead a nobler Prince, 
One that ſhall lead you forth with matchleſs Condu&, 
Lyſ. Break not our hearts with ſuch unkind Expreſſions, 
Perd. We will not part with you, nor change for Aars: 
Alex. Perdiccas, take this Ring, 
And ſee me laid in the Temple of 
Fupiter Ammon, 
Lyſ. To whom does your dread Majeſty bequeath 
The Empire of the World ? 
Alex. To him that is moſt worthy, 
Perd, When will yon, ſacred Sir, that we ſhould give 
To your great Memory thoſe divine Honours, 
Which ſuch exalted Virtue does deſerve ? 
Alex, When you are all moſt happy, and in Peace. 
Your hands, O Father, if I have diſchargd [Riſes 
The duty of a Man to Empire born; $9 
If by unwearied Toyt I have deſerv?d 
The vaſt renown of thy Adopted Son, . 
Accept this Soul, which thou didſt firſt inſpire, 
And with this ſigh, thus gives thee back again, [ Dies, 
Lyſ. Eumenes, cover the falPn Majeſty, 
If there be Treaſon, let us find it out : 
Lyſimachus ſtands forth to lead you on, 
And ſwears-by thoſe moſt honour'd dear Remains, 
He will not taſte the Joys which Beauty brings, 
'Till we revenge the Greateſt, Beſt of Kings. 


v FINIS. 
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EPILOGUE to Alexander the Great, 


H A T ere they mean, yet ought they to be curſt, 
Who this Cenſorius Age did poliſh firſt : 
Who the beſt Play, for one poor Errour blame, 
As Prieſts againſt our Ladies Arts declaim, 
And for one Patch, both Soul and Body damn, : 
But what does more provoke the Ators rage, 
(For we muſt ſhow the grievance of the Stage ) 
Is, that our Women who adorn each Play, 
Bred at our Coſt, become as length your Prey : 


While 


While green and ſower, like Trees we bear %m all, 
But when they're mellow, ſtraight to you they fall - 
You watch *em bare and ſquab, and let 'em reſt ; 
But with the firſt young down, you ſnatch the Neſt. 
Pray leave theſe poaching tricks, if you are wiſe, 
E're we take out our Letters of Reprize, 

For we bave vow?d to find a ſort of Toys 

Known to black Fryars, a Tribe of chopping Boys : 
If once they come , they'l quickly ſpoil your ſport , 
There's not one Lady will receive your Court : 

But for the Youth in Petticoats run wild, 

With ob the archeſt Wagg, the ſweeteſt Child. 

The panting Breaſt, white Hands, and: Lilly-Feet, 
No more ſhall your palld thoughts with pleaſure meet. 
The Women in Boys Cloaths, all Boy ſhall be, 

And never raiſe your thoughts above the Knee, 

Well, if our Women knew how ſalſe you are, 

They wow'd ſtay bers, and this new trouble ſpare - 
Poor Souls, they think all Goſpel you relate, 
Chard with the noiſe of ſett ling an 'Eſtate : 

But when at laſt your Appetites are full, 

And the tir'd Cupid grows, with a&ion, dull ; 
Yow'll find ſome trick to cut” off the Entatl, 

And ſend *em back to us all worn and ſtale. 

Perhaps they"ll find our Stage, while they bave rang'd, 
To ſome wile canting Conventicle, chang'd - | 


Where, for the Sparks who once reſorted there, c 


With their curPd Wigs that ſcented all the Air, 
They'll ſee grave Blockheads with ſhort greaſie Hair, 
Green- Aprons, ſtceple- Hats, and Collar-Bands ; 
Dull ſniv?ling Rogues that wring, not clap their bands : 
Where, for gay Punks that drew the ſhining Crow'd, 
And Miſſes tvat, in Vizard, laugh'd aloud ; 

Trey ll hear young Siſters ſigh, ſee Matrons old, 

To their chop'd Cheeks their pick'led Kerchers hold, 
Whoſe Zeal too, might perſwade, m ſpight to you, 
Our flying Angels, to augment their Crew : 

IWhile Farringdon their Hero ſtruts about em, 

And ne're a damning Critick dares to flout *eng. 


FINIS. 


